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The death of Archbishop Lynch, at an age 
yerging on the patriarchal, removes one of the 
most potent and widely-known figures in the 
ecclesiastical world of Ontario, The proximate 
cause of his death was congestion of the lungs, 
a malady which, even under the most favorable 
circumstances, is attended with great danger, 
and which in the case of 
a2 man who has passed 
the allotted term of three 
score and ten, is almost 
necessarily fatal. Inthe case 
of the deceased prelate the 
complication was brought on, 
as it is said, by persistent, 
unremitting hard work in 
connection with the affairs 
of the various dioceses com- 
mitted to his charge.” Al- 
though the venerable Arch- 
bishop was “old and full of 
years,” and although it has 
long been known that he was 
subiect to some of the infirm- 
ities incidental to advanced 
life, his death came upon the 
public very much like a sur- 
prise. His form was a fam- 
iliar one on our streets, and 
up te within a few days of 
his final prostration he was 
known to be assiduous, and 
even active, in the perform- 
ance of his official functions, 
When it was announced that 
he had resigned those func- 
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at New Orleans: when he suffered shipwreck 
off the wildest part of the Texan coast: when 
he inhaled the fcetid poison of the death-laden 

| atmosphere of the Missouri seminary : when he 

| passed through these and other situations of 
almost equal peril, he preserved an even mind, 
confidently believing that, whatever happened, 
all was well with him. 





tions forever, and that the 
place which has so long 
known him would know him 
no more, there was a general 
fecling throughout this com- 
munity that his co-religion- 
ists had sustained a grievous, 
though perhaps not an irre- 
parable loss. 


. 
* * 


The man who sets out early 
in life with a definite end in 
view, and who succeeds in 
fully realizing his own ideal, 
may fairly be regarded as 
blessed beyond the average 
lot of humanity. In this re- 
spect the deceased Arch- 
bishop must be held to have 
been signally fortunate. The 
writer of these lines has a 
clear ana vivid remembrance 
of a long conversation held 
with him a few years since, 
in the course of which the 
venerable ecclesiastic spoke 
with quiet freedom of the 
aspirations of his youth, of 
the trials and hindrances of 
his middle life, and of the 
hopes and anticipations of 
his declining years. That 
these communications were 
made in all sincerity and 
good faith, the writer has 
never had any reason to call 
in question ; nor does he pre- 
sume to call them in question 
at the present time, when 
the voice that gave utterance 
to them is hushed in the 
stillness of the grave. 

oe 

When John Joseph Lynch 
was a poor and well-nigh 
friendless lad in his early 
teens, he marked out for him- 
self a distinct course of life, 
which, through all the subse- 
quent years, he steadfastly 
pursued to the end. It is 
perhaps not quite correct to 
say that he marked out this 
course for himself. At ail 
events, he implicitly believed 
that it had been marked out 
for him by a higher power. 
He conceived that he had 
been specially appointed to a 
definite line of action, and, 
with implicit reliance upon 
Heaven's decrees, he entered 
upon the work prescribed 
for him. He traced the 
finger of his Maker in every 
Subsequent passage of his 
life, and considered that he 
had been nothing more than 
a passive, albeit a willing in- 
strument in the hands of the 
Most High, The life of a 
inissionary priest is inevit- 
ably attended by manifold 
perils and vicissitudes. Of 
these, Father Lynch endured 
his full share. But in all 
emergencies he felt that he 
was carrying out the will of 
his Master, and that he was 
mere clay in the hands of the 
potter. Should Heaven de- 
mand it of him, he held his life a willing sacri- 
fice, feeling assured that the sacrifice would 
not be in vain, and that a recompense awaited 
‘him at the other end of the dark valley. In any 
case, it was not for him to question the will of 
Heaven, without which neither plague nor 
danger, neither pestilence nor famine, could 
have any power over him. When he 
came within a hair’s-breadth of being engulfed 
deneath the rushing waters of the Mississippi 


In these days of scepticism and free thought, 
when nothing is taken upon trust, and 
when everybody is called upon to give 
a logical reason for the faith (or unfaith) 
that is in him, such an implicit reliance upon 
a Higher Power is worthy of something better 
than a shallow sneer. A faith like this surely 
counts for something, even with respect to 
affairs which are merely temporal. Those to 
whom such a possession is denied may ques- 
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| tion the stability of its foundation, but even 

| they cannot deny that it is a putent factor in 

| human affairs. It is a true and deep saying, 
apart altogether from its spiritual application, 
that ‘‘faith is the substance of things hoped 
for—the evidence of things not seen.” 

| o*s 

| The length of the funeral procession which 

| follo ved the remains from St. John’s Grove to 


MAID OF ORLEANS. 


St. Michael's Cathedral on Monday night 
afforded abundant testimony to the respect in 
which the dead Archbishop was held. The 
multitude was by no means entirely composed 
of adherents ot the Roman Catholic faith. 
Many hundreds of Protestants, including some 
of the leading citizens of Toronto, were to be seen 
in the ranks. The ceremonial within the walls 
of the cathedral were of an imposing nature, 
and the intoned vespers stirred the pulses of 


til 
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the vast assemblage to its depths. The thirty- 

aud-odd thousand who called to view the re- | 
mains on Tuesday furnished additional <esti- | 
mony of the public appreciation of the signifi- 

cance of the event. Altogether, it may be said 
that the obsequies were worthy of the occasion, | 
and that the kindly old man has been laid to 
rest in a manner alike befitting the dignity of 
his oftice and the respect due to his personal | 
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official position than as’a ground of personal 
reproach. The interests of his church were the 
things nearest his heart. In the case of one of 
his way. of thinking, it was hardly to be ex- 
pected that he would neglect the opportunities 
of advancing those interests which he found 
ready to his hand. It was inevitable that he 
should make occasional mistakes. In the 
recent matter of the ballot in the election of 
Separate School trustees, for 
instance, there can be no 
doubt that he failed to appre- 
ciate the forces at work 
among his adherents. Sar- 
URDAY NicuT did not _hesi- 
tate to express its opinion on 
this subject at the time of the 





recent election, and sub. 








character, 


* 
* * 


Of course, no reader of these columns needs 
to be informed that the deceased Archbishop 
was a potent force in the political life of this 
Province. Many persons were, and probably 
still are, of opinion that he interfered in our 
Provincial politics to an extent unbecoming in 
one of his sacred profession. That, however, 
must be regarded rather as an incident of his 


sequent events have proved 
that the opinion then ex- 
pressed was a sound one. 
The Archbishop himself, it is 
said, recognized .that he had 
made a false move, and was 
about to inaugurate a new 
policy. It may be taken for 
granted that, had he lived a 
short time longer, he would 
have accommodated himself 
to the prevailing sentiment 
of the Roman Catholic popu- 
lation of Ontario, and would 
have conceded what he so 
lately denied. It may reason- 
ably be expected that his 
successor will carry out the 
deceased prelate’s views, and 
that there will be no recur- 
rence of the discord which 
prevailed during Mr. Ang- 
lin’s candidature. 
ove 

Speculation is rife as to 
who will be selected to oc- 
cupy the high place left 
vacant by Archbishop Lynch's 
death. At the time of this 
present writing, several 
well-known names are freely 
tossed about on the tongue of 
public rumor, but, so far as 
known, nothing has been 
definitely settled. Whoever 
the new Archbishop may be, 
he will succeed to an office 
requiring the exercise of rare 
tact and discretion. In the 
public interests, as well as in 
the interests of the Roman 
Catholic body in Ontario, it 
is to be hoped that the right 
man may be found. 


To judge from remarks 
which have reached the ears 
’ of SATURDAY NIGHT during 
the past few days, the obser- 
vations made on this page 
lastpweek on the subject of 
‘“cram ” in our public schools 
have gone home. It seems 
to be pretty generally recog- 
nized that the tasks assigned 
to children are too many in 
number, and too great in ex- 
tent. Mothers complain that 
their little girls who were 
wont to be happy and joyous 
. have begun to suffer from 
perpetual headaches, and that 
these headaches are directly 
traceable to the amount of 
“home-work” imposed upon 
them by their teachers for 
successive evenings during 
the week. It is complained 
that children have no longer 
any time—or at any rate 
not sufficient time — for 
play, or for that pleasant 
intercourse which is indis- 
pensable to the mental and 
boaily health of the young. 
Almost every parent has the 
same story to tell. 
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The Maid of Orleans. 


~ 


Humble are the _ instru- 
ments of an all wise Provi- 
dence in working out the 
destinies of men. The page 
of history reveals no more 
striking illustration of the 
truth than in the thrilling 
story of the simple-hearted 
virgin of Domremy. At a 
period when the fortune of 
France was at its lowest ebb, 
when the trenchant arm of 
the chivalry of the land had 
sunk nerveless and paralyzed 
before the conquering march 
of Merry England, this vis‘on- 
haunted daughter of France 
appears on the lurid horizon 
of war, kindles, by her heaven 
sustained enthusiasm the 

dying embers of patriotism in the national heart 
and rouses to victorious action the sinking cour- 
age of the despairing followers of him so aptly 
termed “the well served.” The flames of that 
market place have Jong since died away, and 
the dust of her weak mortal frame have, ages 
ago, been scattered by the four winds of 
heaven, but immortal is the fame of the un- 
conquerable spirit, and leal faith of the martyr 
maiden of Orleans. 
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Beverley street, last Friday evening. The 
evening was a most enjoyable one. 
* 


The many friends of Mrs. C. Brodie of 184 
Sherbourne street will be pleased to hear she is 
) | progressing favorably towards convalescence. 

* 





Mrs. Albert Nordheimer, nurse and child, and 
| Miss Maude Vankoughnet are staying at Mon- 
| reith House on the west pont of the Island. 

* 


| The members of the Press Club give an At 

Home to-night at the club house. It goes with- 
| out saying that any affair handled by the Press 
| Club committee is already an assured success. 
| SATURDAY NiGut will don its most killing tie 


for the occasion. 
e 


Mr. Wm. McInnes, the eldest son of the Hon. 
| Donald McInnes of Montreal is staying with 
| Mrs, John Heward on Wellington street. 

| . 


The Art Fair, which has been gossiped over 
| for months back, and which for the last five 
| weeks has occupied everyone’s time and atten- 
tion, to the exclusion of all else, opened on 
Wednesday evening with a grand spectacular 
performance representing old England en fete 
in the merry month of May in the early Tudor 
To speak plainly, I think that for a 


The Art Fair may be said to have practically 
monopolized society during the past week. As 
is usual before such great events, the two days | 
previous to the actual opening on Wednesday | period. 
were days of bustle and hard work also of | large affair of this kind which was demanding 


So much had been put | such general attention, for so many have been 
required to present this thing in comp‘eteness, 
it has been very badly advertised, which has 


considerable confusion. 
off to the last possible moment and could only 
by dint of great exertions be accomplished 
then. Executants and figurants in the perhaps | caused a great deal of confusion a3 to the open- 
too great number of stage shows, who had been | ing day of the actual fair. Looking at it in 
conspicuous at many practices chiefly by their this light we are able to understand the com- 
absence, in a body took advantage of the last | paratively small auaience which greeted the 
chance that was left them. Chiefly on account | worthy performers of the May Masque on 
of the shortcomings of such, the final rehearsals | Wednesday night. Beyond the weekly notices, 
were prolonged to a wearisome length, and, as | etc., that have appeared in SATURDAY NIGHT 
usually happens where amateurs are concerned, | little else has been printed about it and 
nothing had ever seemed to go so badly as at | nothing definite. The advertisements inserted 
the very last. On Monday night, though the | by the committee in the daily papers were 
framework of stalls, miniature houses and cafe | vague and confusing to any but those directly 


chantants had been constructed, their fittings 
and decorations had scarcely been touched, and 


by Wednesday night the change which the 
work of two days had wrought in their appear- 


ance seemed almost miraculous, 
* 


One of the special stage attractions, of which 
until this week I had not even heard, and as it 
does not hold the boards until Friday I shall be 
unable to discuss until next week, is the per- 


formance of two acts of the Midsummer's Night 


Dream, with Mendelssohn’s immortal incidental 
music. 


play well and sing still better. 

On Saturday last Mr. and Mrs. J. K. Kerr 
gave a large riding party tothe Humber. The 
number of fair and brave equestrians was aug- 
mented by others who drove or went by train, 
and the day proving sufficiently warm provi- 
sions were sent out from town, and Mrs. Kerr's 
guests enjoyed a pleasant picnic on the banks 


of the Humber, instead of having to take tea in | 


the stuffy rooms of the Humber hostelries, 
7 


To-day Dr. and Mrs. Larratt Smith of Rose- 


dale are keeping the equestrian ball rolling. I 
believe that for the sake of variety they pro- 
pose to take their party eastwards over the 
Don, and so out to Norway. The ground to be 


thus traversed is comparatively unknown to | 
riding parties, but I am doubtful whether any | 


equivalent for the delightful turf and sandy 
roads of High Park and its neighborhood can 
be found towards the east. 

* 


Mr. Baillie-Hamilton and Lady Evelyn Bail- 


lie-Hamilton have left Toronto for England. I | 


hope that Lady Evelyn will be able to assure 
her brother, Lord Lorne, that Canada has not 
changed for the worse since he left us. At all 
events the lady in question does not seem to be 


dissatisfied with Toronto, since after a few | 


months she and Mr. Baillie-Hamilton purpose 
to return, 
anew kind of organ—or rather a special stop, 
which can be applied to all organs—which 
causes a tone of marvellous sweetness, and 
which is likely to work a revolution in this 


instrument, 
* 


That Sir Alexander and Miss Marjorie Camp- 
bell have decided to spend most of the summer 
at Government House is a piece of good news 
for very many people in Toronto, Their stay 
here will no doubt have the effect of making 
the exodus from Toronto less complete than 


usual. 
* 


Before Lord Lansdowne left town he present- 
ed to Mr. Gamble Geddes a pair of beautiful 
sleeve links in gold and enamel, engraved with 
his Excellency’s coronet and monogram ; also 
photographs of himself and Lady Lansdowne. 
The memento was a pleasing recognition of Mr. 


Geddes’ services and attention during his Ex. | 


cellency’s stay here last spring. 
* 


The Misses Stevenson of Montreal have been 
the guests of Mrs. Hoskins, Murray street, and 
Mrs. John Duggan, Spadina avenue, for a short 
time and return home shortly. 

om 

Mr. and Mrs. Raynold Gamble are expected 

to arrive at 88 McCaul street from their long 


sojourn abroad, at the beginning of next week. 
* 


Miss Mabel Evans of 14 Wellington place, } 


leaves to visit relatives in Great Britain in the 
beginning of next month. She will probably 


spend some years there. 
. 


Mr. and Mrs. Charles Riordon of 23 Queen’s 
Park, will spend the summer abroad, princip- 
ally in the Highlands, leaving New York in the 
latter part of June. 


It happens that while many wend their way 
eastward, our own continent has its attrac- 
tions, for some at any rate. 
her son, A. Cecil Gibson, are looking forward 


to a charming and delightful summer at Banff, | 
N. W. T., where they will go within the course | 


of the next six weeks. 


Hon. John Beverley Robinson and Mrs. 
Beverley Robinson of Sleepy Hollow, are ex- 
pected to arrive in town from England shortly, 
and will immediately proceed to their island 
(Gevernor’s island) in Muskoka. 

. 


Mrs. Henry Duggan entertained a small 
number of friends at an evening party at 149 


A large company of children under the | 
dramatic management of Mrs. Morrison, and | 
with Mr. Plummer as their musical conductor, | 


The latter gentleman has invented | 


Mrs. Gibson and) 


concerned. Apart from the petty jeaiousies, 
quarrels, etc., that go hand in hand with all 
affairs gotten up by amateurs, real annoyance 
has been justly felt by more than cne party 
who came to the city specially to attend the 
fair before the Art Fair really opened. 

* 


Enough said of the management—let us 
relate the honors so justly earned by the many 
hard workersin the booths, masque, minuet, 


ete. 
. 


The chief feature of the masque was the 
Pavanne, a stately and dignified dance of the 
period, having space for fanciful and rich cos- 
| tumes and much elegance and grace of move- 
| ment. It was danced by Miss Constance Cum- 
| berland with Mr. Mervyn Mackenzie, Mrs. 
| Widmer Hawke with Mr. Harry Brock, Miss 
Harte with Mr. Henry E. Duggan, and Mrs. H. 
E. Duggan with Mr. Harte. All took advan- 
tage of the chance to display native taste and 
talent for original designs in coloring, etc., and 
the effect was certainly unexpected and delight- 
ful. The colors blended admirably and were 

rich and elegant. 


* 
Miss Cumberland had an over-dress and 
| bodice of coral pink moire, worn with crino- 
| line, the petticoat being fancifully embroid- 
| ered on cream satin. A black velvet pointed 
bonnet, edged with pearls (a la Marie Stuart), 
| adorned her head, and the bodice was decol- 
ette, square shape, with a high collar, edged 
| with pearls also Mrs. Duggan’s robe was a 
| pale olive plush, the petticoat being embroid- 
| ered amber satin, displayed by means of the 
over-dress being opened in front, in the shape 
of aninverted V, from the waist down. Puffs 
of amber at the shoulders, elbows and wrists, 
| were fastened down by green straps. Mrs. 
Duggan’s ornaments of brilliants were very 
| effective. Mrs. Widmer Hawke’s garnet plush 
| was fancifully trimmed with pearl embroidered 
| lace, and cream satin. <A head-dress of the two 
colors and much bespangled with pearls was 
| most striking. Her sleeves were composed of 
three immense puffs of cream satin, 





| Miss Harte, though mentioned last of the 
| ladies, was not least. Indeed, one was scarcely 
| less than another. Her gown was heavy white 
| satin overdress and bodice, the former opening 
in tront to show a petticoat of crimson plush 
| embroidered with gold. This was a very rich 
| and handsome costume. The men wore tights 
and cloaks. Mr. Mackenzie’s was a sapphire 
blue, the upper part being a combination of that 
| and a darker shade. Mr. Harte, in harmony 
| with his partner, wore a yellow satin and black 
velvet suit. Of the Queen’s followers, Miss Ince 
looked well in eau de nile, made with flowing 
| draperies, the skirt being edged with fur, and 
| reaching to the ground all round. A quaint- 
| looking bonnet covering the head behind, was 
| pointed downwards in front and showed a 
little binding of pink. Miss Adam, in yellow 
satin made after the same fashion, wore a 
| bonnet about a foot high, reaching to a point 
on top, and to which was attached a flowing 
| veil, Miss Emma Armstrong was almost dis- 
| guised in a very quaint blue plaid satin dress, 
* 
| The rustics (composed of milkmaids, shep- 
| herdesses, etc.) were attended to with a sur- 
| prising regard for detail, and their costumes 
| presented a charmingly correct picture of the 
| ancient times, They were especially pleasing 
in their May dance, where the gay-colored 
ribbons, twined and untwined in the mazy 
| figures, making a picturesque effect not to be 
| gained elsewhere or under other circumstances, 
| After the curtain fell on the masque, the peo- 
| ple dispersed themselves among the booths and 


| into the exhibition gallery to examine the rare 


| things on view and for sale. 

* 
Mrs. W. J. Baines and Mrs. G. W. Torrance, 
| who are presiding over the Cafe Chantant, and 
their many assistants, were kept busy during 
the evening dispensing coffee, cake, etc. 
Among the handmaidens are Mrs. Douglas 
Armour, Miss D, Armour of Cobourg, Miss 
Madeline Spratt, Miss Bunting, the Misses 
Todd, and many other who will be mentioned 
after. Their costumes are fashioned after 
those worn in the fifteenth and early sixteenth 
century in France, which are much like what 
is now called the Kate Greenaway costume. 
| These will be minutely described next week. 

o 





Mrs. Skae and Miss Rutherford have the candy 
booth just opposite, assisted by Miss Kathleen 
O’Brien, Mrs. George Crawford, Miss Gilder- 





sleeve of Kingston, Miss Maud Rutherford and 
Miss Mabel Henderson of Kingston a:so, and 
others. Mrs, Harcourt Vernon and Mrs, Albert 
Nordheimer presided over a bric-a-brac shop, 
in connection with which is a garden where 
Miss Marjorie Campbell holds court, 

“Queen rose of the rosebud garden of girls, 


Queen lily and rose in one.” 
° 


Miss O’Brien, Mrs. Cattanach and Mrs. Dray- 
ton dispense afternoon tea from four till six 
in a marquee erected for the purpose in the 
pavilion. This was not in working order on the 
opening day. The high tea, which is to be 
served in the old rink, was not provided on the 
inaugural day either, and several of the booths 
were incomplete and presented an unfinished 
appearance, while some were closed altogether 
because they were not ready. 

* 


The inside of the pavilion presents a unique 
appearance, and even in its unfinished state of 
Wednesday, called forth the highest praise for 
Mr. O’Brien, who painted most of the scenery, 
and has many co-workers who put up and 
decorated the “houses.” The ‘‘cafe,” is a 
long, low-roofed brick house, having on its 
door the sign, “Strong Ale, Sherry Sack.” 
The stage is magnificent, the scenery dividing 
it from the rest of the building, leaving no 
cracks or corners, raw or unprovided for. This 
scenery all was forwarded from New York, 
specially for the fair, and is far superior to any 
attainable in Canada. 


The orchestra, unfortunateiy is only fair, and 
might be a great deal better, still it is sufficient 
to enhance the effect of the performance on the 
stage. A pleasant introduction, was made in 
the May Masque, of two solos each, by Robin 
Hood (Sims Richards), and the May Queen 
(Madame D'Auria). Both were loudly applaud- 
ed and appreciated. An epilogue was delivered 
by Maid Marion (Miss Weatherstone), on Eng- 
land and her belongings, a loyal rhyme, which 
roused the audience to quite a pitch of en- 
thusiasm. Miss Weatherstone’s delivery of 
the lines, ‘‘There are no men like English- 
men,” left not a trace of doubt on the minds of 


her hearers. a 


On Thursday the minuet was danced, and 
on Friday the children’s performance of Shake- 
speare’s Midsummer Night’s Dream, under the 
direction of Mr. F. H. Plummer, musically, 
and Mrs. Morrison, dramatically. — 

* 


The characters of the King (Miss C. Jarvis), 
the Queen (Miss Edith Jarvis), lst Fairy (Miss 
Ella Patterson), and 2nd Fairy (Miss Amy 
Lamport) revealed some wonderfully promis- 
ing young singers, who have also histrionic 
talents, to a Toronto audience. On Saturday 
(to-day) thgre will bea matinee of the same, 
and in the evening a second performance of 
the May Masque, as presented on Wednesday 
night. The programme will repeat itself in 
the order named; thus the minuet will be 
danced on Monday. ' 


The fair remains open till Thursday, the 24th, 
which will be the last day, and a fancy ball, at 
which all the costumed helpers of the fair will 
be present, is promised for Friday, the 25th. 
In the meantime high tea will be served daily 
from the hours of five till eight o’clock ia the 
skating rink, for which the charge is twenty- 
five cents. And we hear that your money is 
not thrown away for that, as a tempting 
dejeuner awaits the hungry patron. 

‘“* Let us take a walk down Fleet,” said the 
learned Dr. Johnson, and “ Let us take a walk 
down to Ye Booke Shoppe,” said my jidus 
Achates. Thitherward we strolled, and found 
that well equipped establishment under the 
charge of pleasant Dame George Dickson, ably 
assisted by Mistress Hill; and here we viewed 
an admirable display of books, notable etchings 
by American artists, and an edition de luxe of 
all the poets. Conspicuous also were 200 copies 
of A Trip to England, given to Ye Art Faire Ly 
Professor Goldwin Smith ; also An Algonquin 
Maiden, the free offering of Mr. Adams ; and A 
Canadian in Europe, the outcome of Dr. With 
row's good-nature. Ye Shoppe was most 
tastefully and becomingly tinted in terra cotta, 
ordinary retail prices only being charged by 
these gentle dames for the large stock of terra 


cottas, brasses, etchings, grandfather's clocks, © 


which were temptingly ranged in the most 
telling positions. 
stall is the admirable display of stationery in 


A marked feature of this | 


the latest and most fashionable designs, pearl, | 


Irish linen, primrose and Old London being the 
favorites. The books on theshelves showa wide 
range of thought, from Victor Hugo’s Les Miser- 
ables down to How I Managed My Mother-in- 
Law. Mrs. Dickson, most bewitchingly attired in 
academic cap and gown, is a most effective 
administrator in this department of Ye great 
Art Faire. 


Amongst the blows which have fallen on the 
managers of the Art Fair is the illness of Mrs, 
Frank Mackelcan of Hamilton. In the very 
front rank, perhaps first of all, amongst con- 
traltos in Canada, Mrs. Mackelcan’s name is 
always a sure draw, and her enforced absence 
from the fair is a great disappointment. 

* 

Mrs. Willie Baines, who was to have man 
aged the cafe chantant at the fair, has also 
been unwell, and the burden of the affair fell 
rather heavily, and at short notice, on the 
shoulders of her second in command, Mrs. 
George Torrance. This lady worked wonders 
however, and with Mrs. Grant, Miss Spratt, 
Miss Maclean and Mrs. Douglas Grant, as 
assistant handwives and handmaidens, made 
the cafe one of the most conspicuous successes 


of the fair. 
* 


Still another lady was prevented by sickness 
from occupying her appointed place. Mrs. 
Draycott was to have superintended the tea 
room and confectionery stalls, but the ladies 
whom she had procured to assist did their best 
to make up for her absence, and must have 
coined money. . ° 


Miss Clara Jones of Gananoque, Ont., has 
arrived in town on a visit to her fiance's 
family, Mr. and Mrs. Wm. Ince of 73 Grosvenor 


street, 
a 


Mrs. Arthur West of Ottawa will be the 
guest of her sister, Mrs. H. Davies, Rosedale, 
during the weeks of the Art Fair. 

. 


E. BEETON 


WATCH SPECIALIST 


Repairing of CHRONOMETERS, REPEATERS 
And other complicated watches my forte. 
ADELAIDE STREET, OPPOSITE POST OFFICE 


Bronze Medal 1884.—_GOLD MEDALIST,—Gold Medal 1885 


OSTRICH FEATHER DYER 


The most reliable place in the City to have Broken and 
Defective Feathers Re-maue into Handsome Feathers, Pom- 
Poms, Aigrettes and Mounts. Feathers Shaded or Dyed in 
the Latest French Styles and Colors. 

J. W. A. BUTLER, 80 Bay Street, Toronto. 


OPENING. 


New Millinery and Dressmakine 


ESTABLISHMENT 
113 KING STREET WEST 





On Wednesday, March 28th, Mrs. Smiley will be 
prepared to show a choice selection of French, 
English.and American Millinery, together with lead- 
ing Novelties in Dress Goods, Trimmings, etc. 

Her Dressmaker, who has just returned from Paris 
and New York will be in waiting to receive orders 
on and after that date. 


Mrs. M. McLaughlin 


(Late of Chicago} 
220 Wellington Street 


Elegant Paris Goods and Trimmings for Ladies’ Dresses. 
Please call. Inspection is invited. 


Ladies’ Outfits Furnished Complete. 
DRESSMAKER’S MAGIC SCALE 


Simplest tailor system for cutting taught. Perfect fit 
guaranteed. Dresses and mantles cut and fitted. 


Adjustable Dress Forms 


MISS CHUBB, !79 King St. West 


Second door east of St. Audrew’s Church. 
LADIES OF TORONTO 


It affords us pleasure to call-your attention to our cele- 
brated HA SEWED SHOES. Noiseless, Well- 
fitting and Elegant. For Comfort, Beauty and Durability, 
they are not equalled. They are crumbs of comfort by the 
wayside. Call and examine them at 


427 WONGE STREET. L. A. 
Have you been at 


CHEESEWORTH'’S 


THE TAILOR 
If not you should go at once and see his magnificent assort- 
ment of new 8, for both Ladies’ and Gentlemen's wear, 
comprising all the novelties for the coming season. His 
facilities for doing business are unequalled in the Dominion 
(separate departments for Ladies’ work). 


106 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO 
JAMES PAPE 
FLORAL ARTIST 


78 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Specialities for Weddings and —- Parties. Funeral 
Designs on the Shortest Notice. 


Telephone 1461, Conservatories, 167 Carlaw 
Av., Queen St. East. 


M. E. SNIDER, DENTIST 


330 Jarvis St., 3rd door north of Carlton St. 
Nitros Oxide Administered. 


Telephone No. 3359. 


NEW DRUG STORE 
Bingham’s Pharmacy 


100 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Dispensing a Specialty 





STACKHOUSE. 








Always Open 


A drug store complete in every department. 


Long experience in the wholesale and retail branches of 
the business insures best goods at lowest prices. 


Accurate, prompt and courteous attention. 

GEO. A. BINGHAM. 
Pnysicians’ Consulting Parlor 
Telephone 1748 





CHINA HALL 


NOTICE, 


The public are respectfully informed that, ip 
accordance with the directions of the will of the 
late Mr. Glover Harrison, arrangements hayg 
been completed for the continuance of the bugj. 
ness under the management of Mr. H. P. Harri. 
son, who has been for'many years assistant to Mr 
Glover Harrison, Mr. Harrison proceeds almost 
immediately to Europe to make the custom 
annual purchases of the latest novelties in fan 
and staple goods, and no effort or expenditurg 
will be spared, not only to retain, but to in. 
crease the high reputation which the ‘Ching 
Hall” has earned throughout the Dominion for 
the exeellence and variety of its stock. The 
continued valued patronage of customers jg 
solicited, and they are respectfully invited tg 
inspect at any time the new goods which wi] 
be constantly arriving, as well as the large ang 
varied stock already on exhibition. The priceg 
will be as low as they can be made consistent} 
with the high class of goods which it is intend 
to maintain, 


Glover Harrison Estate, Importers, 


LAWN TENNIS 


AND 


CRICKETING GOODS 


SOLE AGENTS IN CANADA FOR 


Wright & Ditson Lawn Tennis, Shaw 
& Shrewsbury Crieketing Goods 


The Largest Stock in Canada to Choose From 


C: & J. ALLEN 


29 King St. West, Toronto 


Send for our Illustrated Catalogue. Correspondence in- 
vited for club supplies. 


R. RANDOLPH ARNDELL 


Royal Academy of Music, London. 


Cultivation of the Voiee and Piano 


TERMS AT NORDHEIMER’S. 


J. FRASER BRYCE 


PHOTOGRAPHER 
107 KING STREET WEST 
MR. FORSTER'S ART STUDIO 


King Street East. 
PORTRAIT PAINTING A SPECIALTY 


DANCING 


Prof. Davis has removed from 80 to 77 Wilton Avenue 
The oldest and best-appointed academy in Toronto. 


Established 23 Years. 


fran enn enn ain ty A 
2 
NORTH GERMAN LLOYD 


Express Steamships every Wednesday and Saturday. 























Patronized by those who desire comfort and elegance. 
The Fastest Route to London and Continent. 


72 Yonge St. (Dominion Bank Building) 








W. A. MURRAY & CO. 


Have Special Pleasure in calling the attention of the Ladies who read “Satur- 
day Night” to their magnificent display of High-Olass Novelties in 


DRESS FABRICS, DRESS SILKS, 


Cotton Washing Textures, Embroidered Robes, Lace Flouncings, Allover Laces, 
Embroideries, Jetted Laces, Dress Trimmings, Buttons, Ribbons, Hosiery, 
Gloves, Underwear, Corsets, Skirts, Parasols, Umbrellas, Mantles, Costumes, 
Millinery and Household Furnishings of every description. Largest Retail 
Stock in the Dominion to choose from, and at price guaranteed lower than any 
other First-Class House in the Trade. 


Inspection and Correspondence respectfully solicited by 


W. A. MURRAY & CO., 
DIRECT IMPORTER, 17. 19. 21. 28, 25 AND 27 KING STREET BAST, TORONTO 


THE YATISI CORSET 


Is modeled from a design of one of the most celebrated Parisian makers. It gives the wearer? 
th atease and ge so much admired in French ladies, 
The Yatisi Corset, owing to the peculiar diagonal elasticity of the cloth, will fit the 
< wearer perfectly the first time worn, no matter w 
her style of form is—either long or short waisted. 
To ladies who wish to lace tight and not feel uncom- 
fortable at the bust or hips they are indispensible. 

The Yatisi Corset does not stretch at the 
waist, requires no breaking in, fits comfortably the 
first time worn. As it gives to every motion of the 
wearer, it will outlast any of the old-style rigid 
corsets. 

The Yatisi Corset is made of the best materials 
and being elastic (without rubber or springs), is in- 
valuable for invalids, as it cannot compress the 
vital parts of the body. They are recommended by the 
most celebrated physicians in. all the leading cities. 

The Yatisi Corset is the only one that the pur- 
chaser can wear ten days and then return and have 
the money refunded if not found to be the most per- 
fect-fitting, healthful and comfortable corset ever 
worn. 

Every merchant who sells the Yatisi Corset will 
guarantee every claim made by the manufacturers, . 
and refund the money to any lady who is not perfectly 
satisfied with the corset, 

The Yatisi Corset is patentad in Canada, Great Britain and the United States. 
Every pair of Yatisi Corsets is so stamped, and no other is genuine. 


MANUFACTURED BY 


THE CROMPTON CORSET CO. 
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Icopy from an English paper the following 
very unique fancy costumes which may, per- 
haps, serve as models, or may suggest ideas 
which shall bear the brand of freshness, At 
the fancy ball held at the Shanklin Institute in 
London four ladies were attired as magpies, 
two of them being sisters, with the words, 
{Two for Mirth, embroidered in silver across 
the front of their bodices. Night was repre- 
sented by something totally different from the 
hackneyed black and stars costume, the dress 
peing of grey tulle with soft looking brown 
moths and lovely diamond stars in the grey tulle 
which form the headdress. Fleur-de-lys wore 
powdered hair, velvet bodice the color of blue 
iris, short white silk skirt embroidered with 
gold fleur-de-!ys, and long hanging sleeves. 
Clubs was most original ; a dress of soft white 
material, hanging sleeves ending in a club of 
black velvet, the whole suit of cards being 
appliqued on the dress in velvet. The accom- 
panying fan represented the ace of clubs. The 
French flag was represented by a skirt of white 
and classically draped flag of the tri-color. 

* 

A letter in the London Morning Post calls 
attention to the fact that Theodore Hook’s 
daughter, who had eked out an existence asa 
governess as long as her strength permitted, 
died recently in great poverty, and was buried 
by the parish, while the chair in which her 
father sat when engaged in literary work, and 
which is to be sold shortly, will probably fetch 
a large sum. The letter concludes: *‘ Alas, 
that wood should be so dear and flesh and blood 
so cheap.” But so they are in this best of all 
possible worlds. Yet to the uninitiated it does 
seem a pity that the novelist’s chair was not 
sold some weeks ago to save the novelist’s 
daughter from dying of starvation. 

Pale blue seems to have been so lost sight of 
recently, in the rage for yellows and green, that 
a costume worn at one of last week’s At Homes, 
of white gauze with light blue sash and trim- 
mings, having a bertha of forget-me-nots, and 
satin slippers and gloves of the same shade, 
was quite an agreeable surprise. 


Some very lovely parasols have a fringe of 
wilted flowers edging them and are crowned 
on the top about the stick with a sort of par- 
terre of the flowers. 


Frills and furbelows are now to have their 
little day. The loose light vests of cambric 
dresses have huge frills from throat to waist, 
somewhat after the fashion of our great grand- 
fathers’ shirt fronts. 


Although short mantelets are to be worn, 
among which the pretty, graceful ‘‘ Marie An- 
toinette” fichu will be a favorite, yet the long 
garment is not yet discarded, Beside those 
which I spoke of Jast week as being made of 
silk gauze and grenadine, I have seen some 
handsome cloaks of lace trimmed with jet over 
shot silk. These are mostly sleeveless, but 
with the aid of a lace cape falling below the 
elbow, and long gloves, they may sometimes be 


made to serve as dresses, ° 
* 


Gloves, by the way, are to be of the very 
tenderest shades, which means a considerable 
tax on the purse, as soiled light gloves are 


an abomination. 
* 


Stockings, on the contrary, are to be of vivid 


hues, like the dresses. This, I think, is greatly 
to be regretted, as there is no color quite so 
becoming to the foot as black. To be sure, much 
unpleasantness arises from the *‘crocking” of 
even the best quality of silk, linen or cotton 
stockings, but to those who can wear wool, I 
would recommend the lightest make of black 
cashmere. There is but little difference in 
point of warmth, and a vast difference in the 


satisfactory retention of their color. 
. 


In washing costumes the fashion of blouse 
waists is likely to prove an absolute epidemic. 
In selecting this form of bodice be careful to 
choose a style entirely suitable to the conforma- 
tion of the waist and shoulders. If the 
shoulders are broad the top of the sleeve and 
the neck portion should fit closely to the figure. 
If the waist is broad and the shoulders narrow 
then puffed or full bishops’ sleeves and a 
trimming about the neck of loose pleats or 
folds may be worn. Blouses will be found to 
set much better if just in the waist-line, at 
the back, a tape is sewn on thrcugh which a 
draw string may be passed ; this arrangement, 
of course, being outside the blouse and con- 
cealed by the belt. Yokes are so generally 
becoming that blouses of this description 
seem to be most in demand, althcugh it is 
almost impossible to point out any of the 
many pretty varieties as prime favorite. 
One very pretty style has a rounded 
yoke of tiny tucks. This yoke is not 
separate from the rest of the bodice. The 
material is tucked the proper width for the 
shoulders before the bodice is cut. The ful- 
ness where the tucks end is carried loosely over 
the bust, and confined again just below this 
Point in a series of broader tucks. The tops of 
the sleeves are tucked down almost to the 
elbow, widening out from thence tc the wrist 
where the fulness is gathered into a band. 
Another style is quite plain and tight fitting at 
the back and sides. A loose vest front extend- 
ing about half way down the shovider seam is 
held in place about the neck by a pointed yoke 
collar, which, dividing in the front, per- 
mits the loose vest to come up in a point 
to where the standing collar meets. The 
whole is confined at the waist by a belt. 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Many have yokes and sleeve-tops smocked. 
This smocking may be done at home, I under. 
stand, by using fine knitting needles to mark 
out the honeycombs. The needles are run 
through the material either transversely or 
crossing at right angles, and the over-stitching 
follows the pattern thus formed. The needles 
can then be withdrawn and set further along 


the material, 
* 


Combinations of flowers are worn on hats: 
bouquets of wall-flowers and lilacs, or prim- 
roses and hyacinths, are among the novelties 
of the season. Many stalks, long stems, grasses 
and sprays, and in fact anything which will 
give the effect of an aigret, are the features of 
floral decorations, Nuova AULA. 





~ 


Our Sporting Column. 


Last Saturday was a great day for baseball in 
Toronte, Eight thousand persons witnessed 
the opening game with London, and a fair 
percentage of them acted like lunatics when 
the wearers of the Toronto uniform finished 
ahead. On Monday London reversed the story 


mayor of the town. Last season he did very 
‘fair work in the box, but now his hand has lost 
its cunning, and the men from Albany pound 
him ruthlessly. Sic transit gloria mundi. 


* 


And the Toronto lacrosse tourists are at 
home. The daily papers have told you all 
about the way in which they have enjoyed 
themselves and taught Englishmen something 
about Canada’s great game. Little is left for 
me tosay. I recollect that before the twelve 
went away some croakers prophesied defeat 
and all manner of evil things. Said they, ‘‘ You 
fellows are taking over a team that has had no 
practice, and you will strike England just when 
their season is closing. If you don’t look out 
the Englishmen will beat you sure.” Then the 
terrors of Ireland were depicted. How the 
Irishmen played as good lacrosse as most of 
the clubs here, and, in fact, these Job’s com- 
forters assured the boys that while they might 
enjoy the trip, they would be beaten many 
times. Look at their record. Fourteen 
matches won, none lost. And the hardest 
game was that with Owen's College: Toronto 


tory between his waistband and his boots, 
This paper published in conservative England 
is positively startling. It describes how the 
Canadians don't eat much, ‘‘ but their plates are 
always full and always being replenished.” 
Which is a remarkable statement, to say the 
least of it. Then “they talk a great deal while 
they are eating”—can he mean with their 
mouths full?—and ‘“‘as soon as they are 
finished they evince a desire to leave the 
table.” There is a quarter of a column 
of this interesting lunacy. I wonder whether 
the reporter was disguised as a waiter. I 
am glad to observe that he does not say that 
any of them ate with their knives. Englisn 
papers try to poke fun at American methods of 
getting news, but there never was any English 
joke as funny as this English report. 
* 


The yachting season has commenced in 
earnest. Last Saturday the race for $100 aside 
between the two Toronto Club boats, Caprice 
and Mischief, excited a great deal of attention. 
The boats were about evenly mated and both 
crews knew their duties. The Caprice’s win 
may therefore be said to decide the supremacy. 














Interior Decorations---Hall Interior---Drawn by Aug. R. Fransen. 





of the game, and the jubilation was wanting. 


Lally, the man who was expected by Manager | legians. 


Cushman to make a “star” pitcher, does not 
seem to have panned out toa rema:kably satis- 
factory extent. The remainder of the team 
have been doing good work, but I don’t think 
anybody will say that they are the equal of last 
year's men. Crane, Albert, Faatz and Slattery 
were hard men to replace. 
7 


Going farther afield, I find Syracuse hanging 
at the top of the tree. And though Hamilton 
is second, there is mourning among the pic- 
nickers in Coote’s Paradise, and the gamin is 
sad, for has not Hamilton's pride, Mickey 
Jones, been hit with might and main by the 
teams against which he has pitched this season? 
Albany gave the finishing touch on Tuesday, 
when the left-handed pitcher was pounded out 
of the box. And now the papers are provhesy- 
ing his early release. I remember the day, 
two seasons ago, when Toronto was beating 
Hamilton, Jones was taken off first base, 
where he had always played, and put in to 
pitch. The Toronto batters were mowed down 
like wheat in early August, and Hamilton's 
delighted citizens wanted to make Mickey 


5, O. C. 2, which says a good deal for the col- 


* 


And then think of the ‘‘ time they have had,” 
as the Americans would say. Picture to your- 
self brawny Archie Mackenzie—the brother of 
“Ross”—getting up and replying to the toast 
of The Army, Navy and Volunteers. Archie, 
you know, is a corporal in her Majesty's loyal 
Queen’s Own, but he shouldn't have let his 


- military ardor run away with him at Birming- 


ham, where he told the diners that “‘every 
athletic young Canadian is a lacrosse player 
and a volunteer.” I can imagine some of the 
boys softly murmuring “ Rats.” But Archie is 
a fine fellow, though he does exaggerate a little 


sometimes, - 


I was reminded very much of Martin Chuzzle- 
wit when I was reading an extract from The 
Harrogate Herald describing the Canadian 
lacrosse players. You remember ow Dickens 
caricatures the American newspaper reports 
of distinguished visitors; how they sent two 
men, one to write up Martin’s appearance as 
far as his waist, while the other gentleman 
had rather the easier job in taking in the terri- 








| There is talk of a return race, as Mr. Parkinson, 
it is said, does not think the best points of his 
boat were brought out. 


The Hamilton Yacht Club has made arrange- 
ments for an active season. At least three of 
the club boats will take in the Lake Yacht 
Racing Association’s circuit. The Cyprus will 
look out of place with the Hamiiton Club colors 
at her peak. 


* 

The young gentlemen composing the Toronto 
Cricket Club Colts went to Hamilton on Satur- 
day, and were beaten by the Hamilton Colts. 
Want of practice is the reason given by the 
Toronto eleven for their defeat. Iam glad that 
they do not call it an excuse, for such it cer- 
tainly is not. Toronto has been baving as good 
weather as Hamilton, and the Colts should 
have profited thereby, To-day they play ‘‘C” 
Company at the Garrison, 

o 

I hope the report that Mr. W. W. Vickers ts 
going to give up cricket for a season is without 
foundation. “Billy” has always been one of 
the mainstays of the Toronto Club. His loss 
would be greatly felt. 
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I prophesy a defeat for Trinity on the 
Queen’s Birthday, when the annual match 
with Toronte will be played. Grout and Wal- 
lace Jones—the latter of whom will resume 
the red and black for the nonce—are about the 
only bowlers on the eleven, The batting of 
the side should be very strong. On the same 
day Aurora sends an eleven to town to play 
a team of the T. C. C., captained by the Duke 
of York, otherwise known as Mr. H. A. Col- 
lins. The pretty little northern town is going 
to have an exceptionally strong eleven this 
season. Mr. W. J. Fleury, of the Canadian 
Gentlemen, will prove a tower of strength to. 
the eleven, and several new men will be on 
hand. A really good man is Macdonald, who 
has played for Aurora ever since he was big 
enough to swing a bat. He came very near 
getting his International cap three years ago, 
I remember well the day after the personnel 
of the team was made koown, hearing a mem- 
ber of the Toronto club say: “There’s Mac- 
donald; I suppose he was left out because 
he wears a stiff felt hat playing cricket.” 
Which was, as I afterwards heard, just avout 


| the truth, 


* 


The Upper Canada College boys are putting 
in good practice at the Toronto ground under 
Leigh, the club professional. I was looking at 
Harry Parsons the other day when he was 
bowling, He shapes very well, and should do 
good work with the leather for the College. 


o 

A couple of years ago the “ Duke of York's 
Rovers” carried devastation with them on an 
eastern tour, I remember them going to Peter- 
boro’ to play against ‘ Peterboro’ and Dis- 
trict” for old Sam Ray’s benefit. It was one 
of the biggest scoring days Canada has ever 
seen. If my memory does not deceive me, both 
elevens made over 200 in the first innings, 
This year the genial “ Jook” has made arrange- 
ments for reorganizing the team. The eleven 
will consist in part of H. R. H., Ed. Senkler 
and Rykert of Toronto University, Bob Me- 
Cullough, M. Boyd and A. Winslow of the 
Toronto Club. A couple of Parkdale men, one 
of whom will be John E. Hall, will also go. 


| The Duke will probably take his happy family 


of men to the canoe camp this year. 





east. 
7 


That enthusiastic footaller, Mr. D. Forsyth 
of Berlin, has about completed his arrange- 
ments for the visit of the Canadian Association 
team to England and Scotland this autumn. 
The eleven to be taken over will be thoroughly 
representative. Among those who have 
promised to go are E. C. Senkler and Walter 


| Thomson of Toronto University, two of the best 


forwards in the country, A. N. Garrett, the 
Varsity goal-keeper, probably the best man in 
his position ever seen in Canada; Brubacker 
and Killer, two good members of the Berlin 
Ranger's back division and Forsyth himself, 
a great forward, but a little too much given 
to dribbling the ball instead of passing. Galt 
Collegiate Institute, Berlin’s old enemy, will 
send three men, and the remainder of the team 
is yet to be chosen. 


* 
That the eleven should give a good account 
of itself no one will deny. It is of little use 
8 peculating on their chances of success. They 


will play first-class English and Scottish teams 
| and may be depended upon to do their best. 


The bicyclists are busily preparing for the 
Queen’s Birthday. The Wanderers are deter- 
mined to carry off their share of prizes from 
Wovdstock, and judging from their past years’ 
records they are sure todoso. Tha: they will 
enjoy themselves is certain, Let them show 
the American visitors that they can ride as 
well as look pretty. By the way,I see that 
amalgamation of the Torontos and Wanderers 
has been proposed. As far as I can see the 
scheme is a good one. Amalgamated, the clubs 
would form the strongest and most influentiai 
bicycle organization in America. It will be a 
pity if the matter drops. 


The Toronto Canoe Club will send a number 
A photo- 
grap hing section is about to be formed. 


* 
Yesterday saw the usual array of beauty and 
muscle assembled on the Upper Canada College 
lawn. The annual games always draw a great 


| crowd, and yesterday's gathering was fully up 


in point of numbers and enthusiasm to any of 
its predecessors. 
+. 
Matches for to-day will be found on page 
eleven. YAKETERAG. 





Interior Decorations. 





This beautiful hall interior of a private resi- 


; dence in Gothenburg, Sweden, is reproduced 


from the Decerator and Furnisher, which 
points out the following faults to be avoided in 
ornamental design. (1) Excessive minuteness 
of ornament, so that at a short distance some 
examples lose their character and meaning en- 
tirely—their delicacy and richness going for 
nothing. (2) The too general extension of orna- 
ment, thus doing away with the wholesome 
contrast and rest to the eye obtainable 
by plain or blank space; in other words 
losing breadth and repose. (3) A want of 
care and attention bestowed on it and a con- 
sequent stiffness and rudeness of character, (4) 
A want of thought and design in its composi- 
tion and application. (5) In the case of mould- 
ings, shallowness of effect. (6) By introducing 
ornament for its own sake instead of causing it 
to ornament construction. (7) The introduc- 
tion and too frequent use of four centred instead 
of two centred forms, the former not being 
seen in nature, (8) A sameness and repetition 
in ornament and lack of variety. 





A Landlady’s Mistake. 


Dumley (who has been asked to carve the 
duck, and is meeting with poor success— Whew ! 

EH t the knife sharp, Mr. Dum- 
ley? 1 had it ground to-day. 

Dumley—The knife is all right, Mrs, Hen- 
dricks ; you ought to have had the duck ground. 








Not Far Distant. 


Mr. Switchell (home from a club dinner at 
daylight, full of the speech he has been making, 
and champagne)—Feller (hic) cizzens! The day 
is not far distant— 

Mre. Switchell (at an upper window)—No, 
John, the day is not more than an hour distant, 
and you had better come in and go to bed, 





~ 
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TORONTO SATURDAY 


THE BONELESS BURGLAR 


In private life he was John Higgs, a bold, bad 
burglar. In public he was known as Jean 
Higgisenno, the India Rubber man. He was a 
skinny little man, with an enormous head—a 
decidedly bad head, SS would say— 
prominent ears and 
and forehead, with corresponding development 
of all the most undesirable — to be found. 
Close-cropped hair, small black eyes, large 
hands and feet, with seedy and scanty vesture, 
are the only points about his person worth 
mentioning; and when we add to this descrip- 
tion a fondness for tobacco, spirits, and exple- 
tive, all the attractive physical and moral 
attributes of Mr. John Higgs—or ‘‘our hero, 
as we should call him—are before the reader. 
His friends accounted him a “sharp cove, hard 
as nails, ugly as sin; and we cannot Improve 
on their forcible and brief word-painting. 

Something very unpleasing is, from his ex- 
pression, occupying the ‘sharp cove 8 mind at 
present, and if we read with him the adver- 
tisement in his theatrical paper a clue will soon 
be furnished us. “‘INJIRUBBEROS ! 
Malayan Mystery! The Only Real Boneless 
Human Being in the World!” Yes, 
terrible disgust Mr. Higgs learned from his ac- 
quaintances that the so-called **Injirubberos”— 
a huge black importation, really brought from 
South Africa—was literally taking the bread 
out of the acrobatic gentlemen's mouths in all 
directions. 
entertainment at three 
theaters every night; and Mr. 


different 
Higgs, 


variety 
who 


spent the evening after our introduction to him | 


in critically examining his powerful rival, was 


bound to confess that he had more than met | 


his match, ‘‘though” added the vanquished, 
after some 


get their own countrymen, I'm_blowed if I 
know.” Higgisenno—plain John Higgs for the 
future -realized accordingly that he was fairly 
beaten on his boneless merits, and that, there- 
fore, there remained nothing more for this 
branch of his accomplishments but poverty or 
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| 
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their domains into a sort of funny domestic 
parody on Jacob's ladder. 

The butler informed his master that “‘ some- 
thing was a-smashing something else down- 
stairs.” Nobody Coubted this for a moment, 





ips, a great lack of nose | and at the head of a long and trembling proces- 


| sion, poor Sprouts crawled down towards the 
| lower regions of his house, carrying a bife-pre- 
server in one hand, a candlestick in the other. 
The butler came next armed with a poker, the 
footman also trusted to fire-irons; while their 
female rear-guard followed at'a distance, armed 
to the teeth with water-jugs, hair-brushes, 
towel-horses, and other articles, all equaily 
well calculated to inspire the ordinary burglar 
with terror. 


The dining-room was entered, explored, and 
found to be empty ; the library was also drawn 
blank ; and with increasing courage the party 

repared to examine the drawing room-—a 
arge, richly-furnished chamber but seldom 
used, Mr. Sprouts threw open the door; and— 
well, it certainly was a nasty thing to stumble 
upon in the middle of the night. On the top of 


with | the piano, immediately in front of the explorers, 


there squatted a huge, bloated, frog-like mon- 
ster as big asa Newfoundland dog. The crea- 
ture on being discovered raised itself on its 
front paws, tilted up a hideous misshapen 
head, opened a gaping mouth and two great 





The ‘Malayan Mystery” gave his | 


owerful expressions, ‘‘ what they | 
want with dirty black heathen when they can | 


the provinces, but enough; nothing could in- | 


duce Mr. John Higgs to leave town. 


eo} | 


His career as a public entertainer, therefore, | 
was nipped in the bud ; or, at all events, indefi- | 


Then, how about burglary, 


nitely suspended, 
: r In this direction, 


the other string to his bow? 


too, thanks to the scandalous and increasing | 


license given in these irreverent times to the 
orice, poor Higgs felt there was small promise. 
Pris instruction had been in the plain straight- 


forward methods of taking his neighbors’ goods, | 


but the housebreaker’s art improves day by 
day, like all the other money-making schemes 
to which men give their minds. Surely there 
is many a smarter cracksman than Jack Shep- 
pard could ever claim to be among us now, 
They don’t break out of unheard-of-dungeons 
and prison-cells certainly, for they take very 
ood care never to be caught at all. So Mr. 

iggs had to advance with the times, to become 
less conservative, and to think for himself. 


It was the spending of his last shilling that 
did it. Like other geniuses betore him. while 
money was in his purse, John seldom thought 
of the future; but, with that last shilling gone, 
and poverty at the door, the little man set his 
mind to work, and, like lightning, there came 
the inspiration which will hand his name down 
famous to all posterity. This great idea will 
be found in the title of my story. John Higgs, 
a clever acrobat and daring housebreaker, now 
resolved to unite these accomplishments, and, 
as a “Boneless Burglar,” to begin life once 
again. 3 

Samuel Curley and his brother Seth—your 
true vagabond has invariably a good old Bible 
name—were the tried and trusted ‘ pals” of 
John Higgs. . 

Seth was one of those quiet, meek-looking 
men who sneak around the outskirts of all 
large towns engaged in rat-catching, bird-snar- 
ing, or some other of those innocent sounding 
occupations which always carry something be- 
hind them. Samuel was acobbler who never 
cobbled, but led an exciting risky existence, 
similar to his brother; while the leader of this 
pleasing trio, John Higgs, we already know 
something about. 

The three had gone through fire and water 
together many a time, as well as through sev- 
eral other places equally exciting and more re- 
munerative. They have all experienced reverses, 
too,,and each had just completed the same 
pressing six months’ engagement. 4 

To the brothers Curley did Higgs accordingly 
repair with his new idea, and theirinterest was 
extreme as the inventor unfolded his plans. 
Finally the inspiration was voted brilliant 
though dangerous, but, on the whole, well 
worth developing. 

Seth Curley knew the brother of an under- 
gardener at a large house near Woolwich, and, 
“ from’ information received,” he considered no 
establishment would be found better fitted on 
which to make a trial than Mr. Sprouts’. 


John decided that the experiment could not ! 


be made too soon, and fixed upon the following 
Saturday night for action. 

The owner and inhabiter of this doomed 
dwelling was, as Seth Curley knew well, a 
credulous and very weak-minded man. He 
believed in ghosts, second-sight, spirit-warn- 
ings, Satanic sign-manuals, vampires, and so 
forth. Possessed of ample private means, he 
passed his bachelor iife in reading works which 
related to his favorite subjects, nearly frighten- 
ing himself into fits, writing copiously and 
idiotically about things he could not under- 
stand, and, altogether, leading an inoffensive 
and imbecile existence. 

He was called Timothy Arthur Sprouts, and 
& man with a name like that might very well 
believe, say, or do anything. 

Timothy Arthur was reading a work on the 
doctrines of Pythagoras. He could, of course, 
neither understand nor appreciate the teach- 
ings of the great heathen philosopher, but 
vaguely meandered through page after page, 
and, on the important Saturday night fixed 
upon by Higgs and his friends, was deep in the 
original theories of transmigration, while, im- 
peenoty watching his light from the shrubs 

low, lurked the three conspirators. 

‘*Very funny,’ yawned Timothy, closing his 
book, “to think that the life in me might once 
have been in a shark, or a donkey, or anything 
—very tunny! 
mi-mi-gration.” 

Then he went sleepily upstairs to bed; and, 
after allowing two hours for him to sink into 
slumber, the burglars began their operations. 
Seth and Samuel Curley were clad in the rough 
“reefer” coat, with huge pockets, which one 
always associates with the old-fashioned house- 
breaker; but Higgs was wrapped in a long dark- 
colored ulster, under which he wore the tight- 


O, there’s a-great deal in trans- | 


vellow eyes, then giving a clumsy jump, left 
— perch and alighted with a thud at Timothy's 
eet. 

| Talk about a stampede! 

A confused mass of fire-irons, candlesticks, 
and other bedroom furniture littered the ball in 
a moment, while the whole valiant crew, after 
| a territied struggle up the dark staircase, found 
themselves one and all in their several rooms 
| with locked doors. 
| **A ease of :\he Pythagorean doctrine, clearly,” 
stuttered poor Sprouts to himself, as he pushed 
half the contents of his bed-chamber against 

the door, lighted three candles, and paused to 


| 
} 





smashed to atoms, and strewn the floor with 
a of gold and silver fish, water spiders, 
and other unpleasant creatures. “ 

‘* Did none of yer’ear this thing come down? 
asked a policeman of the seryants. 

“*T half fancied I heard a sound last night 
late,” answered the butler, with a ‘ook of joy- 
ful inspiration, as if the whoie mystery was 
now unravelled. ; 

Every one else of course, had to lie, too, and 
the police were—for the first timein their lives, 
one and all absolutely vowed—without a clue. 


The broken window in the scullery was dis- 
covered, and half a fowl upon the grass outside 


it; though these led to nothing but a startling: 


theory gh wong by Mr. Sprouts himself, 
that the whole business might possibly have 
been the work of some wild animal--a monkey 
(he had lately been reading Edgar Poe)s a dog 
with more than a fair share of instinct, or even 


a cat. 


But, as half the valuable nick-nacks in his- 


state-room had disappeared, Timothy's argu- 
ment was speedily proved untenable. Upon 
his domestics being suspected, he observed he 
himself would go surety for their innocence ; so 
the law retired for the present, completely 
baffled, to make inquiries among a certain 
class of its London friends. 

There was joy that afternoon at No, 64 Angel 
Alley—a calm, peaceful joy. which alwavs fol- 
lows the satisfactory completion of any great 
work. John Higgs,as he sat reading the papers, 
soon knew all about that particularly daring 
burglary near Woolwich; but there was no 
mention of a large green monster in any of the 
reports, and as he felt the lions’—or rather the 
toad’s—share of profits in his pocket, visions of 
a bright and active future opened before him, 
and he smiled contentedly. 

No less than five times did the versatile little 
man repeat his bold trick, ably assisted on each 
occasion by the Curley brothers. On two of 
these midnight raids his disguises had been 
unnecessary, but whenever John was dis- 
covered, his hideous appearance always in- 
stantly cleared the course. One wealthy old 
maiden lady had nearly fallen ina fit at the 
sight of a weird little black fiend, with only 
one leg, and great red wings; while several 
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“CLINGING WITH ONE BONY HAND TO A TALL HAT-RACK, ANDZPOINTING WITH THE OTHER 
STRAIGHT AT JUDGE TOZER.” 


reflect. ‘A case of the Pythagorean doctrine 
before my very eyes, and an extremely unpleas- 
ant one. If,’ he continued, ‘‘there’s any 
member of my family who could have developed 
after death into a green toad that size, it’s my 
brother George.” 

The said green toad, meanwhile, had become 
strikingly human in appearance, had laughed a 
quiet but very human laugh, had struck a 
match, listened intently for some moments, 
and then, lighting a lantern, had begun with 
great expedition to fill a sack with a collection 
of silver plates and other valuable trifles, 
none of which could have been of any possible 
use toa green toad. Presently the little mon- 
ster raises and removes bis massive head, 
beneath which is disclosed another set of ex- 
pressive features, hardly less unclassical or hid- 


| eous than the last, but clearly belonging to our 


fitting costume of one of his most famous | 


impersonations ; while, carefully folded up, he 
had stowed away in a pocket the large mask 
which formed its corresponding head-gear. 
His plan was simply -this. After having ob- 


friend Jonn Higgs. He doubles upand pockets 
his mask ; then, with the heavy sack upon his 
back, glides cautiously from the room down the 
stair which leads to the kitchens. His booty 
is handed through an open window in the back 
premises to the eager Curleys, and Higgs, after 
a fruitless attempt to discover the wine-cellar, 
enters the larder, collects as much as he can 
comtortably carry inside and out, and then joins 
his companions. Boots and coat are quickly 


| put on, and the three start across the fields for 


tained an entrance, to leave boots, coat and | 


hat outside with his accomplices, and do the 
ordinary business in the ordinary manner ; but, 
if alarmed or detected, instantly to assume the 
mask and pose of whatever boneless character 
he intended to represent. 

Timothy Arthur owned a grandmother, and 
he was peacefully dreaming that the old lady 
had died and returned to earth in the material 
garb of a blackbeetle, when a loud crash put 
an end to his beautiful vision and his sleep to- 
gether. a 

He rose, struck a light, and nervously pan 
pared to institute an inquiry as to the origin 
of this startling sound, which, echoing through 
the stillness of the night, had awakened the 
entire household. Robing hastily, he sallied 
forth, and encountered on the mat outside his 
door two footmen and the butler in different 
picturesque stages of undress; while matrons— 
as cook and housekeeper—and maids, apper- 
taining to the scullery, parlor, and other de- 
partments, turned the staircase which led to 


home. 

It is improbable that Pythagoras ever imag- 
ined the study of his theory of existence would, 
some day, materially aid a nineteenth century 
burglar. Yet so it was. 

The thought of thieves had never once entered 
Mr. Sprout’s h2ad, and it was not until the fol- 
lowing morning, when the household had risen, 
that this student of demonology realized that 
he had been robbed, 

In due time the police arrived, ransacked 
both house and garden, and asked for any de- 
tails which might assist them, But there were 
none forthcoming. Nobody was going to talk 
to Detective Cox about 4 gre n toad with red 
spots on it; absurd! And the notion was 
absurd, undoubtedly, by daylight. As the butler 
afterwards said in confidence to Mr. Sprouts: 
‘** All of us has a reputation for sobriety, as the 
recitation of them terrible adventures would 
knock on the head completely !” 

A search showed that the robbers had acci- 
dentally upset in the drawing-room a large 


| 
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other persons had been equally scared. Butin 
every case did the nervous, weak-minded vic- 
tims, whose houses were invariably selected, 
perl abstain from revealing the strange 
sights they saw, fearing much too acutely the 
ridicule and unbelief which they thought must 
follow any such confessions. 


The bold trade upon sensitive nerves paid 
Messrs. John, Seth, and Samuel very well; in- 
deed, visions of a small public-house and re- 
spectable middle age already filled the mind 


|of Mr. Higgs, when Nemesis, long delayed, 


| 


came down upon him and his companions, 


Judge Tozer was a red-faced profane Anglo- 
Indian, who believed in nothing human or 
divine, except his liver. 

It was a grave error of judgment to make 
any attempt ona house with such amasteras the 
jugde ; but their unqualified successes combined 
with rumors of costly Indian treasures to urge 
them on this rash undertaking, which one and 
all agreed should be the last. 

It was the last. 

_ To be brief, about three o'clock in the morn- 
ing of one day in December, Judge Tozer was 
roused from his sleep by the furious barking of 
a little terrier which he always allowed to wan- 
der about his mansion at night. A thorough- 
bred little animal this, which would as soon 
have thought of barking without a cause as he 
would of going to sleep or flying ; and more use- 
ful the judge said than all the electric rubbish 
and burglar horrors in the world. . 

Hastily robing, the startled Tozer snatched 
up a-walking-stick and bundled down stairs. 

A bright moon shot long shafts of many colors 
through the stained glass of two lofty hall 
windows, and in this variegated light stood, or 
rather hung suspended, a figure which might 
very well have causei any ordinary human 
being to fly terrified ; a large humphacked crea- 
ture, clinging with one bony hand to a tall hat- 
rack, and pointing with the other straight at 
Judge Tozer. Some phosphorescent light glowed 
on its face, which resembled that of a dead 
Chinaman, while the lower part of the figure 
was either lost in shadow or else entirely want- 
ing. This apparition remained motionless, 
with its jaw fallen and its great almond-shaped 
eyes fixed upon the judge, who amazedly re- 
turned the look and rubbed his own eyes lor 
to make sure he was in reality awake. 

Satisfied of this, the heroic man hurled him- 


glass globe of water, which, falling, had ‘ self boldly upon the spectre, seizing its skinny 


NIGHT. 


throat and laying hold of its long black pigtail. 
A desperate struggle followed, in which the 
hatrack fell with a crash, and in which—extra- 
ordinary transformation !|—the deathlike head, 
pigtail, and very shoulders of his antagonist 
came off in the judge’s hands, 

By dint of frant.cefforts, however, he managed 
to secure one of the thin wiry arms made of real 
flesh and blood, to which he clung like a leech, 
turn and writhe as it would. Such an encoun- 
ter between two such, men generated a perfect 
atmosphere of profanity, and the conflict was 
at its height when Seth and Samuel appeared 
at one end of the hall, while at the same 
moment two footmen with lights came rushing 
down the staircase five or six steps at a time. 

To their everlasting shame be it spoken, the 
Curleys fled like one man, leaving their leader 
to surrender, which he immediately did, and 
emerged from the ruins of his impersonation, 
dishevelled, panting, and nearly strangled, with 
a dozen dog-bites in each leg. 

A moment afterwards thundering double 
knocks at the front door told that this wild 
disturbance had attracted public attention, and 
enter two triumphant policemen, each with a 
Curley. By some extraordinary coincidence 
these preservers of the peace had for once been 
in the right place at the right time; and our 
wily brothers, hard pressed, as they imagined, 
had dropped over the garden wall of Judge 
Tozer’s premises into the hands—in fact, almost 
on to the heads—of the law. 

There is little more to be told. An exceed- 
ingly humorous trial followed, in which Mr. 
Higgs, with an eye co posthumous fame, con- 
fessed all, explained every detail, and concluded 
by offering to give the court illustration. 

*“** The jumpin’ frog’ were the best of all ; ‘the 
one legged fiend’ warn’t bad for old ladies ; but 
that cussed ‘’umpbacked mandaring’ bust the 
‘ole thing!” 

With these words the trial virtually ended. 
After their arduous labors a grateful country 
granted ten years’ rest and retirement to the 
illustrious trio, 
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Raising Horses. 





The breeding season for horses is now at 
hand, and it behooves our farmers to pay par- 
iicular attention to their breeding stock. The 
raising of first-class horses is going to be the 
key note to successful farming in Ontario. Our 
good horses are eagerly sought after all over, 
and command the highest price. There is a 
steady market both in England and the United 
States for all the saleable horses we have ; and 
if the horse production were expanded 100 per 
cent, there is plenty of room for them in the 
world. But horse breeding here requires to be 
more systematic to produce the best results. 
There is altogether too much haphazard breed- 
ing, or breeding to no definite purpose. It is 
too often the case that cheap sires are used 
for the sake of saving a little, and the con- 
sequence is the production of an inferior, 
nondescript horse, which finds no _ place 
in the market except as a plug. These 
ats have been the ruin of a goodly 
number of our Canadian horses. Only toa 
limited extent are undersized and pony 
horses required, and this for mere local pur- 
ae such as running a grocery wagon or a 
ight buggy around a city; but for the export 
trade they have no place at all. We have a 
number of first class stallions in nearly every 
class, but this is not the only requisite to suc- 
cessful horse-breeding. There must be good 
mares and adaptability in crossing and breed- 
ing toa purpose. Wemay importall the horses 
from England and France, and until proper 
mares are selected horse-raising cannot be a 
success. And it is too well known that the 
greater part of the brood mares in this country 
are those who are unfit for work, old, blem- 
ished and just on their last legs. To 
produce the best results in horse raising the 
mares should be strong, vigorous, sound and 
having the best built proportions, Another 
great trouble is a large number of farmers pay 
no attention to the adaptability of the animals 
in crossing. Small-sized fine-boned mares are 
crossed with heavy-boned, large-bodied Clydes 
and Shire horses with the idea that the pro- 
duction will be a model horse. There never 
was a greater mistake. There is too suddena 
descent, too abrupt a change, and in seven 
cases out of ten such an amalgamation—small 
mares, large horses—produce a lack of sym- 
metry and often general malformation. Nature 
is uniform in her operations, and horses of the 
same build and type should be mated together 
to produce model animals. Strong, bulky 
mares are required to create heavy, bony 
offspring. And surely if the horse mar- 
ket be studied at the present time, horse- 
flesh goes by the pound the same as beef ; for 
horses are advertised for that will come up toa 
certain weight. It is well known that a draft 
colt—Clyde or Shire—from most of the imported 
horses now in Ontario can be raised to 1,500 
Ibs., or more, at 3 years Old more cheaply than a 
3 year old steer of the same weight and will 
sellas readily for cash at three times the price. 
Then the last year’s use of such on the farm 
will amply pay for any other difference. First- 
class carriage horses and saddle horses will pay 
equally as well as the heavy clasees if bred for 
a purpose and mated and bred to produce the 
desired results of coach and saddle horses. The 
production of good horses isa business in which 
any farmer may engage in Ontario with the 
consciousness that he is doing a work that will 
add to the wealth and general prosperity of the 
country, and producing an article which 
requires no sharp practice to turn into honest 
money, and one which comes nearer having a 
cm value than any other product upon the 
arm. 





The Shantyville German Club Grand Ball. 


Lorenzo De Medici McCoon—What fo’ yo’ 
hidin’ behine dat curtain, ’Gustus? W’y ain’t 
yo’ a-dancin’?” 

Gustus Johnsing—Gway fum dar; yo'll gib 
me or Dat dar ‘Melia Flipp's ben a-tryin’ 
all de ebenin to git me ter sit out a darnce onto 
de steps wif her. 1 ain't on de marry, I 
ain’t, dis trip. An’ I'se gwine ter eae Gece 
ob dat gal tilldish yer leap year’s ober. 
sidah’s dat dat ar niggah am dangerous, 


Ic’n- 


~ 


He Had! He Had! 


lata say you want adivorce from your 
wife 

“Yes, if your honor please.” 

“But reflect for a moment that you have 
lived together nearly half a century.” 

‘* Well, haven't I suffered long enough.” 








Art is Long—Life Short. 
A customer has been over half an 
hands of an awkward barber. 
“Look here, my goed fellow, you have 
parted my hair ten times, and haven’t got it 
straight yet.” 


Barber (with great dignity)—“ To criticise i 
easy ; to part hair difficult,” = 


r nthe 





Didn't Catch That Boy. 


Gentleman—I suppose you make as many 
trips up as down during the day, don’t you, 
sonny? 

New elevator boy— Yes, sir; in the mornings 
when the people are going to work all the trips 
is up, and when they close up in the afternoons 
all the trips is down, 





Still Sleeping. 

Even ministers will have their joke, and 
sometimes an exceedingly good one. An En. 
gue paper says that Mr. A—— had invited Mr. 

———- to preach one Sunday in his church, and 
afterwards joccsely accused him of having sent 
a member of the congregation to sleep by his 
sermon. 

The minister smiled and waited for his re- 
venge, for when it comes to joking, even good 
men like to retaliate. 

Next Sunday, he sat with the congregation, 








while Mr, A~— preached, and was maliciously 
pleased at seeing one of the audience enjoying 
anap. After the serviee, he mentioned the fact 
to his brother clergyman,who was by no means 
disconcerted by the information. 

“Yes,” he replied, “I saw him. But that’s 
the same man you put tosleep last week. We 
haven't been able to wake him!” 





Sure as Death. 


‘““ You think, then, that your husband no 
longer loves vou as formerly?” 

‘Alas! I am sure of it.” 

‘“* What proof have you?” 

“ What proof? Why, my dear friend, when 
he kisses me now he doesn’t even disturb my 
face powder.” 





Perfect Debauchery. 


“Did vou ever go tobogganing, Mr. Winter. 
wheat?” 

‘* No.” said the old man, ‘‘ but I once stepped 
into the elevator-well, and fell down four 
stories in three tenths of a second. That is fast 
enough for me; I’m getting too old for much 
excitement.” 





He Was Wise. 


Visitor (to convict)— What are you in for, my 
friend ? 

Convict—Burglary. 

Visitor—Rob a bank? 

Convict—Excuse me, sir, but I have always 
made it a point never to discuss my private 
business affairs with strangers, 


+o —- 


’Twas Ever Thus. 
First Baldhead—That’s a beautiful piece the 
orchestra is playing. 
Second Baldhead—Ah, it is one that will 
alwa F — me, 





“it is the only one my daughter knows,” 





Second-Hand. 


Isaac—Abe, dit you hear dot Dinkelspiel, dot 
second-hand furniture man, has married Esel- 
baum's vidow ? 





Abe— Yah. 
Isaac— Vosn't you surbrised ? 
Abe—Nein. She vos joost his line of goods, 








NEVER BEFORE 


Could the public procure in this country a bottle of fine 
old rr wine in proper condition and free from sediment, 
until Messrs. FEURRHEERRD introduced their 


‘* COMMENDADOR ” 


BOTTLED IN OPORTO. 


Messrs. Feuerheerd have now found it necessary to regis- 
ter this brand for the Dominion and will take legal pro- 
ceedings against any one infringing upon it, or found re- 
filling thé bottles with other wine. Always ask for 


“ COMMENDADOR ” 


And see that the corks are branded. Beware ef cheap imita- 
tions, as cheapness and merit are not associated. 


To be had from all First-class Grocers and 
Wine Merchants. 


SPRING GOODS 


Ladies’ Walking Boots 


Dongola, Goat, French Kid, 
Imperial Kid and Calf Kid 


Newest Styles and in Widths and 
Half Sizes. 


Our Own Make and Imported. 


Priees Moderate 










79 King Street East, Toronto. 





REMINGTON STANDARD TYPEWRITER 
40,000 in Daily Use 


We give purchasers privilege of returning machine, un- 
broken, apy time within thirty days, c.o.d., for full pur- 
chase price, if not absolutely satisfactory in every respect. 


GEO. BENGOUGH, 36 King Street East 


Temple of Fashion 





RECEIVED 


FULL LINES OF 


‘SPRING SUITING AND PANTING 


SPRING OVERCOATINGS 


IN ALL SHADES 


SPAINS 


455 Queen Street West 


JUST 





J. YOUNG 
THE 


LEADING UNDERTAKER 


347 Yonge Street, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE 679. 





AMERICAN HOTEL 


TORONTO. 


ON THE EUROPEAN PLAN. 
THOS. TAYLOR, Prorrizror, E. M. EDSALL, MANAGER. 
This well-known hotel has been remodelled entirely on 
the European pis. There is accommodaiion for over 60 
boarders, a well-stocked bar, and the tables are supp’ied 
with the best and most seasonable luxuries the markets 
afford. Resident commercial travellers can have sample 
room accommodation without board, etc. A table d’hote 
for business men and merchants daily. Hotel the best situ- 

ated in Toronto ; adjaceut to steamboats, railroads, eto. 


THE 


CRITERION RESTAURANT 


TORONTO 
H. BE. HUGHES, - - 








Proprietor 


undergon 
Bar and Private Gining epertmente now front on King 
e, and the Public dining room 
entrance will in future be from Leader Lane. 
Counter lunch from 12 o’clock till 8. 


Prompt Attention and Moderate Charges 
Criterion Restaurant, 63 King Street Hast 
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A Lucky Blunder. 


When I first saw Carrie Arnold I thought to 
myself, ‘‘ Now I have met my fates’ She was 
at church, and I saw her move majestically up 
the aisle, and as she sank into her pew I caught 
a glimpse of an oval face, serenely beautiful 
and for an instant her dark gray eyes flashed 
into mine. It was enough. . 

“There is such a thing as love at first sight, 

said. 

. I was a stranger in the neighborhood, and 
had grown tired of the narrow, grass-bordered 
streets, and the gloomy old hills almost en- 
closing the quiet village ; and sol had told my 
old friend Dick the day before. 

Of course Dick was mortally offended to hear 
me say so, and insisted that I should prolong 
my visit a week longer, at least. But no; I 
had decided to bid him adieu. Then I saw 
Carrie Arnold on that quiet Sabbath morning 
in summer, when the birds were singing praises 
among the old elms about the quaint little 
church, and the golden sunlight crept through 
the window at her feet, and I changed my mind. 

* IT guess I will stay with you a while longer, 
Dick, old boy,” I said, as we walked from 
church. ‘And, by the way,” I continued, as 
we walked across the = fields, ‘‘who is that 
fine girl who came in late this morning—that 
tall, distinguished person in the stylish black 
silk, with pink roses under her pretty chin ? 
Say. Dick, who is she?” 

Dick threw back his curly head and indulged 
in a provoking laugh. 

“So, ho!” he cried. ‘This is why you 
change your mind! Your old schoolmate has 
not the charm to a you, but a glimpse of a 
pretty girl’s face can hold you still among these 
solemn hills. Ah, friendship, how dost thou 
wane before the light of love!” 

**Now don’t get jealous,” I said, for the fel- 
low really itked me, and felt hurt that I had 
not seemed to desire a longer stay for his sake. 

‘* Not at all,” he answered. ‘‘ But truly, How- 
ard, you are wasting time if you remain here 
hoping to win the heart of old Captain Arnold’s 
daughter. She is more cold and haughty than 
the old man himself, I have heard.” 

‘And probably learned by experience,” I sug- 
gested, slyly, never dreaming of the truth of 
what I hinted. 

In a moment Dick looked thoughtful and fell 
to nipping off the clover heads that grew along 
our path with his cane. 

es,” he said, “I have learned by experi- 
ence. Howard, I confide in you asafriend. A 
few years ago I loved Carrie Arnold—at least, 
I thought I did—and we became engaged. 
About a month after our engagement I met her 
out driving with a strange gentleman, who, as 
I have since learned, was her cousin, and when 
I demanded an explanation, she drew the ring 
I had given her from her finger aud placed it in 
my hand. Since then we have not spoken. I 
am determined never to humble myself to the 





proud beauty, and she is too haughty to relent | 


toward me. There, you see how it stands,” 
* Why, Dick, old fellow, I am sorry,” I said. 


But I could not quiet a great tumult of joy that | 


rose in my heart on hearing my old friend's con- 
fession. *‘He never loved her,” I said to myself, 
‘or he could not give her up so easily.” 

I felt glad to know I had norival, and the 
most miserably restless days I ever lived 
were the three long ones which passed before 
I had an opportunity to be introduced to my 
euchantress, 

Finally we met, one evening, at a select ball, 
and some one presented me to the tall girl in 
pink satin and pearls, whose face had so haunt- 
ed me since the first sight I had gained of its 
rare loveliness. 

I danced with her. Oh, rare joy to hold her 
hand in mine, and feel her breath like a sum- 
mer zephyr on my cheek ! 

Dick was there, too, but he did not notice us; 
he seemed to be cnarmed with the society of a 
pretty young creature in blue. 

The day after the ball I called on Miss Arnold 
I had thought her charming at church, beauti- 
ful at the ball, but she was simply ravishing 
when she came down in her dainty white robe, 
with pink ribbons fluttering here and there. 
Pink was her favorite color, and it was becom- 
ing, too. 

Ve sat and talked of many things, and my 
heart beat like a trip hammer when she smiled 
and said she hoped { would stay all summer in 
Snowville. 

After that not aday passed on whichI did 
not send her some token of my regard. A book, 
anew song, delicious fruit, or a bunch of rare 
pink blossoms, always pink, 

Jim, my colored boy, who had grown fat and 
lazy during our stay in the village, with noth- 
ing to dosave to carry my fishing rod and bask 
in the sunshine was nearly trotted off his feet 
carrying dainty mites and little gifts. 

**’Pears like Mars’ How'd done clean fo’got 
eb’ryt'ing ‘cept dat fine gal,” I often heard him 
mutter as he shuffled off on some errand to the 
big house among the oaks where resided the 
lady of my heart, 

Day after day passed, and still Istayed, grow- 
ing more desperately in love every moment, 
until tinally I deternfined to learn my fate, be 
what it might. 

Would I go in person and ask this beautiful 
woman to be mv own? No, I would not. I 
could not fortify my heart to be able to beara 
‘**no” from her lips, so I wrote - 


**DEAREsT :—I can no longer bear the sus- 
pense of mind which I have endured since our 
first acquaintance. I must know if you love 
me. If you do, meet me this evening at the 
old elm where we have 89 often sat and talked 
together, as I have something to tell you. You 
may guess what it is. 

** Your own, H.” 


** Now, if she loves me, she will be there,” I 
said as I folded the note ; “‘ and if she loves me, 
she will of course be mine.” 

With rapidly beating heart I went to call 
Jim, to start him on the fateful errand, 

“Jim!” I called. ‘*Jim, you black rascal, 
where are you!” 

After repeated calling the darkey lounged 
into view, with his old slouch hat perched on 
the back of his woolly head, and a fishing pole 
in his hand. 

**Ha! you scoundrel,” I exclaimed at sight of 
him, ‘where have you been? Why don’t you 
come when I call you?” 

** Ain’t been nowhar,” he returned sullenly, 
seeing the note in my fingers, and guessing 
what I wanted him for, ‘‘’Pears like dis nig- 
gah doan get no time fer hisself any mo. I was 
jis a gitten ready fer to fish a little down at de 
deep hole, an’—’ 

* Hush, now, Jim,” I interposed in a softened 
manner, seeing that he was half angry, and 
knowing how much now depended on this imp 
of darkness, ‘Take this note to Miss Arnold, 
and be sure you give it to no one else, and you 
may have the rest of the day for yourself. Be 
quick, and here is a quarter for you.” 

Jim looked relieved, and taking the note 
slowly, and the quarter with wonderful quick- 
ness, he sauntered off, and I heard him say : 

**Mars’ How'd, gwine to be in de sylumtic 
yet ‘long ob dat gal.” 

But Jim had a habit of thus communing with 
himself, and I did not mind him. 

I returned to my room, and sat down to read 
in order to pass the tedious time that must 
somehow be spent before I should go forth to 
meet my lady and learn my fate. I read awhile, 
I smoked awhile, and finally on awaking found 
that the time had come at last. 

I stole from the house with never a word to 
Dick. Somehow I was afraid he might envy 
me, and find a way to thwart my plans. 

Along green lanes and across fragrant fields 
I strayed, thinking of Carrie, and wondering if 
she would be there, when at last the tall old 
elm came in sight, and oh, joy! she was stand- 
ing beneath it. Her back was toward me, but 
I recognized the broad-brimmed hat, with its 
fluttering pink ribbons, and her simple white 
dress, I stole softly nearer to her, but she did 
not seem to hear me; she was reading my note, 
How she must love me, to bend so intently 
Over my little missive ! 

ad not seen a black rascal steal from her 
side a moment before, and with fishing rod in 








hand skulk hurriedly into a neighboring thicket. . 
I had not seen her first look of puzzled surprise 
when he thrust the note into her hand, as she 
sat reading beneath the old elm. I only saw 
her as she read and re-read the lines I had 
pagans and mistook her puzzled manner for 
ove. 

Softly I stepped to her side, and before she 
could turn, I murmured : 

** Dearest !” 

‘ A — of oe ap oa eyes were turned 
oO my face, an saw that it was no i 
Arnold I addressed. oe 

‘*I beg your pardon, I exclaimed, in great 
confusion. ‘I thought—that is, I imagined— 
you were not yourself.” 

She smiled faintly at my distressed manner, 
and I thought I had never heard a voice so 
sweetly modulated as hers when she spoke, 
saving: 

“There has been some mistake. 
not intended for me.” 

I took the note from her fingers, and leaving | 
her there beneath the elm, strode back home. 
I tore the note in twenty pieces and threw them 
out of the window, and like starlight before 
sunlight the face of Carrie Arnold faded from 
my heart, and a tender face, lighted by soft 
brown eyes, crept into its place. 

Now you must not say I was fickle, for who 
has not imagined himself in love more than 
once, before the real love came! And when it 
came how the other paled | 

Well, it was several days before I found out 
that the owner of the eyes was Miss Pearl 
Nelson, a friend of Miss Arnold, who had come 
to spend the rest of the summer at Oak Grove. 


This was 


**Do you know,” said Pearl, as we stood to- 
gether one evening beneath the elm where we 
had first met, ‘‘I believe you must have mis- 
taken me for Carrie that evening. You see, I 
wore her dress and hat. My trunk had been 
delayed. I admire your choice, Mr. Harper. 
Carrie Arnold is a sweet girl.” 

‘**She is, but I know a sweeter,” I replied. 

My companion tried to look unconscious, but 
I noted the rosy bloom that crept into her 
cheeks, 

** Dearest !” I whispered, in the same tone I 
had used a few weeks before. 

She caugit the sound, and her head dropped. 

‘** Dearest,” I repeated, “it is you. My little 
Pearl, my priceless jewel, Will you be mine 
indeed?’ 

She murmured ‘* Yes.” 

As we stood together gazing on azure sky and 
green fields, too blissfully happy for words, I | 
descried coming across the meadow two crea- 
tures of wonderfully limp appearance. 

Slowly they approached, and finally I recog- 
nized in the man, whose garments betokened 
recent immersion, my friend Dick, and Pearl, 
after giving ene startled glance into the face of 
the other figure, cried— 

‘Carrie Arnold! Where have you been, and 
what is the matter?” 

* Well,” returned Carrie, ‘‘ In answer to your 
first question, I have been in Fisher's Pond ; 
and replying to your last, I have been almost 
drowned. In fact, I would have drowned had 
it not been for this brave fellow ;”°and she 
turned to Dick with a smile I would have died 
to have won a month before. 

** And now we must hasten home,” Dick said 
tenderly. ‘You might take cold standing 
here after your accident.” 

So together they hastened homeward, a sorry 
looking but blissfully happy couple, while I | 
mentally ejaculated ** Accident, indeed!” for I 
believed then, as I do to this day, that when 
Carrie Arnold, standing on the narrow log 
which crossed the small but deep pond, saw 
Dick Lane passing, tishing rod in hand, she lost 
her footing on purpose, knowing that he would 
not be too haughty to jump in and save her. 

Now I wouid not say this to anyone but you, 
and you need not repeat it; but I believe that 
it was a scheme on Carrie's part to make up 
the old quarrel between herself and Dick. 
Anyhow, they were married in a few weeks, 
and my old chum has confessed since that he 
loved the girl he married all the time I was 
raving over her. 

I was able to wish the old fellow much joy at 
the wedding, at which I was best man, for the 

rettiest and dearest little woman in the world 

ad promised te be miue in a few months. 

One day, before I became the happiest man 
in the universe, I called Jim to me. 

**Jim, some weeks since I sent you with a 
note to Miss Arnold.” 

The rascal was too black to turn pale with 
fear, but his knees shook visibly. He thought 
I had found out how he, so deeply absorbed in 
fishing, had forgotten the note until very late, 
and he quailed before the towering rage I 
appeared to be in. 

**Piease sah, Mars _How’d——” 
humbly. 

But I interrupted him. 

** Silence, you sooty-faced scamp!” I thun- 
dered. ‘*Do you remember how you sneaked 
off to the Deep Hole and fished for hours, in- 
stead of going directly to Miss Arnold with the 
note!” 

**Lo'd ha’ mussy !” groaned Jim. 

**Do you remember how you sneaked to de- 
liver it near sundown ?” 

“Dis niggah gwine to hab his bones broke, 
shuah !” Jim ejaculated under his breath, as I 
proceeded, in still more angry tones : 

“Yes, and you will deserve to have your 
bones broken.’ 

**Oh, don’, Mars How'd!” 

* You are sure you gave the note to Miss 
Arnold, are you, Jim?” 

**Clar fo’ de Lo’d I is!” was the trembling 
answer. 

**Well,” I said, ‘‘you are 
miserable imp of condensed midnight—wretch- 
ed and benighted being! You yave that im- | 
portant note to another lady !” 

The culprit was a picture to see as I con- 
cluded, turning upon him fiercely, while within 
1 was almost convulsed with laughter. His old 
cap was pushed to the back of his woolly head, 
his eyes were rolled up until little but the 
whites was visible, and his knees smote each 
other. 

“Now, sir,” I continued, “ you have made a | 
blunder; so have I, but the luckiest blunder we | 
ever nade in our lives.” 

Ji began to look puzzled. 

*: Therefore, as it was a lucky blunder for me, 
I am indebted to you.” 

While the eyes of the guilty one stood out in 
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discount. 


two capes and three capes. 


The regular prices were from $13.50 to $35. 


MANTLE EXHIBIT at the GOLDEN LION 


THE MOST ELEGANT GOODS EVER BROUGHT INTO THE 
CITY. A 26 PER CENT. DISCOUNT. 


ee — A CR 

OUR STOCK OF SPRING AND SUMMER ULSTERS~—Is the largest in Toronto, if not in Canada. All the 
latest fashion in Box Cloths and Tweeds are here; Plain Cloths, Checks and Stripes, Paletots with one cape 
Paletots and Dolmans with hoods. 
hoods. Box Cloth Ulsters with beautifully braided capes and cuffs. 
the most dressy, graceful things that have ever come into our city, and are being sold from $6.50 upwards. 

DRESS ULSTERS, HANDSOMELY FINISHED AND BRAIDED—Of this lot were 450 too many. 
are more finely finished and more heavily braided than the former ones. i 
returning them to Europe, but our manager has received unreserved orders to close them out at 25 per cent. 
At 25 per cent. discount the opportunities are obvious, 

SHORT CLOTH DOLMANS—A large collection, beautifully made and silk lined ; some are braided, others 
embroidered ; $4.50 upwards, 
_ COLORED BROCHET GRENADINE DOLMANETTES—These stylish, dressy-looking wraps are also silk 
lined ; they are also marked down to $4.50, from that up. 

BLACK GRENADINE DOLMANETTES- Silk lined—$5 and upwards. 

TAILOR-MADE JACKETS—Some satin lined, most of them heavily braided—$3 up. 

DRAB CLOTH FACED JERSEYS—Our cable repeat bas brought us arother supply same as the big lot 
that went so quickly a month ago—now marked $6.50 and upwards. 


Pay Our Mantle Rooms a Visit if You Admire Handsome Wraps 


~"R, WALKER & SON, 








Paletots and Dolmans with both capes and 
These wraps are admitted by all to be 


The 
We were at first undecided about 


33, 35, 37 King Street East and 18 


Colborne Street 








delight and amazement, to see me smiling in 
spite of my gruff tones, I placed some shining 
pieces of money in his palm, and away he went, 
capering and singing snatches of song, one verse 
of which I caught as he hurried away : | 
“*T met ole Satan in de lane, 
An ‘whaled him wid my gospel cane, 
An ebber since dat day, you see, 
Ole Satan hab kep clar ob me!” 
Then fainter, from the distance, 1 heard him 
soliloquize : 
**Golly ! dat war a forshenate blunder for dis 
chile, too !” 
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Shipping Agent—Is the captain of that barge | 
aboard ? | 
Mrs. West Troy (who has had an argument | 
with her husband)—No, ’taint got no capp’n. 
‘F you wanter see th’ lord high adm’ril, you're 
gazin’ right at him!” 
sinnerman 


Political Item. 


A strawberry blond mu!atto ran for constable 
in a North Carolina village, but was defeated. 
Here is what the local paper has to say about 
the victory : | 

**Once more the children of the conquered | 
and the descendants of Alfred and kdward 
glory in their ancestry, and fling the standard 
of supremacy to the fragrant breezes of the | 
South land, and the shouts of the victorious 
and unconquerable Caucasian ascend in a grand | 
diapason to the eternal throne of Liberty. It is | 
believed that when all the precincts are heard 
from Co}. Jones will have defeated the Sene- 


, 


gambian by at least 75 votes.’ 





Opening the Season. , | 





Mother—Why, for goodness sake, Adrian—— 
Adrian—Don't say nuthin’, mother. Do you | 
hear them shouts? We have beaten the cham- | 
pion Mudlung nine and killed an umpire ! 
{Our artist has attempted to depict the smile | 
which lighted his countenance at this moment. ] 


~.o 


Colored Servantgalism. 
Col. Yerger was eating his breakfast alone, 


the table he ordered Matilda Snowball to bring 


“Next time I send you for anything I aon't 
want you to bring it in your hands,” said Col. 
Yerger indignantly. 

‘* How does yer want me ter fotch de bread ?” 

“On a plate, of course.” 

**And when I fotches yer boots, does yer 
want dem fotched on a plate, too?” she asked. 
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Jupiter Pluvius Outdone. 





|196 YONGE 


| boxes with crackers and pickles, a specialty. 








Collins (the new gardener)—It do bate th’ divil phat strange, new-kindy flowers Oi'’ve seen 


sioch Oi kem oa this place! 


(And Miss Veloutine Fay, 


who had laid off her Easter hat for 


a set of tennis, never knew just what ruined it.) 


THE HATTER 


HAVING JUST OPENED UP A FINE LINE OF 


SPRING HATS 


Would be pleased to see all my old customers and as man; 
new ones as will favor me withacall. I have in hand ali 
the latest styles and makes. First-class goods and low prices 
my motto 


22 QUEEN STREET WEST 


Opp. Knox Presbyterian Church. 


THE 


WALL PAPERS 
at McCAUSLAND'S “fe 


CHARMING ano CHEAP 


72 10 76 KING ST. 
TORONTO 


THOMAS MOFFATT 


THE CHARLES ROGERS AND SONS C0, 


(LATE OF R. HAY & CO.) 
95 & 97 Yonge St., Toronto 


New Styles forthe Spring Trade 


IN ALL KINDS OF FURNITURE. 


SPECIAL ATTENTION 


TO FINE CABINET AND UPHOLSTERY WORK 





Our new line of coverings now arriving will embrace all 
the latest styles and fashionable shades. 





WE INVITE COMPARISON 


95 & 97 Yonge Street, Toronto 


FASHIONABLE 


FINE ORDERED BOOTS AND SHOES; DRESSMAKING 


A good fit guaranteed, prices moderate, strictly first-class 


STREET, TORONTC 
THIRP DOOR NORTH OF ALBBRT HALL. 


JAKE’S RESTAURANT 


8. W. Cor. Bay & Adelaide Sts., 


Strictly first-class. Ladies’ Entrance or 
JAKE’S VIRGINIA FRY, put rp i 
Only the bee 
in the market served. Private dining rooms attached. 


Telephone 344 


MARSLAND & KENNEDY 
FAMILY GROCERS 
WINE AND SPIRIT MERCHANTS 


285 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO. 
Fine wines for medicinal purposes a specialty 





n all night. 
Adelaide street. 





'SPAULDING & CHEESBROUGH | 


DENTISTS 


have removed from 51 King street east to 171 Yonge street, | 
over the Imperial Bank ; entrance cn Queen east, first door. | 
| Office hours: A. H. Cheesbrough, 9 a.m. to 5 p.m.; A. W 


Spaulding, 1 to 5 p.m., during the session of the Dentai 
School. 


CHERRY MANTELS, 
MAHOGANY MANTELS, 
WALNUT MANTELS, 
OAK MANTELS. 


The Best Houses in Toronto fitted up with 


MILLICHAMP’S MANTELS 


SHOWROOMS: 








31 Adelaide Street East, City. | 


Apmand’s Hair Store 


407 Yonge Street 407 


Few Doors South of the Y. M. C. A. Building 
TORONTO, 2024 - 


Lapigs,— The latest stvles in Spring and Summer Bangs 
are the Frou-Frou and the Mascotte. They never require 
re-dressing, which will save the ladies time and trouble. 
Kangs, Waves, Swit hes, Bandeaux. Wigs of every style 
and price. Ladies’ and Gentlemen's Wigs made to order on 
short notice Guarantee for best fitting and finest work 
Depot of English-Franco-American Perfumes. Everything 
for beautify ing the Hair, Skin and Hands. 


Ladies’ Hairdressing, Cutting, 
Shampooning# 4 


FRANKLE -ARMAND 
Lapiss’ HAIRDRESSER AND PERFUMER 
407—YONGE STREET—407 
FEW DOORS SOUTH OF THR Y. M. C. A. BUILDING, TORONTO. 


Singeing 


THREE GOOD SONGS 


| Seek for Thee in Every Flower 
By Ganz, in F and A flat 


A Rose in June 
By Loge, in B flat, C and E flat 


Answered 
By Boyton Smith, in D | ‘ 


Edwin Ashdown, 89 Yonge St., Toronto 


| 


| that ever came into this market. 











Handsome display of latest New York styles on view. 
Will be pleased to have you call and inspect my work. 


MME. MeCORMACK, 264 Sherbourne St. 


LATE OF FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 


The Great T ea House 


JOHN MCINTOSH 
281 YONGE STREET, TORONTO. 





Our late importations of Teas and Coffees are the best 
Our Assams, East India, 
Young Hyson and Japans are marvels of quality and « heap- 
ness. Coffee fresh roasted and ground. A fine Mecha and 
Java Coffee from 30c. to 40c., low grades from 20c. to 30c. 


ALL TEA TABLE SUPPLIES. 








‘How St. Leon Built Him Up 


Try It. 


Delay is Dangerous 





DEAR Sir,—I was weak, spare and 
thin; drank St. Leon regularly for 
three months ; have gained about 


20 LBS. IN WEIGHT; 


never felt better in my life than now, 
and recommend it as a safe, sure 


builder. 
C. H. JENNIESON, 
460 Yonge St. 





Many such testimonials come pour- 
irgin. People raised from the lowest 
depths of despair and pain to heights 
of joy and strength never before 
dreamed of 


Also wholesale and retail by 


JAMES GOOD & CO. 


220 Yonge Street, Toronto, and 101} King Street 
West, Toronto 





aaa hl 
WITHOUT A PLATE 


Vitalized air for painless 





Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. 
extraction. Telephone 1476 


C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 
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HILDRENS © 


MARRIAGES 
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GREAT DISCOUNT SALK---Latest American and Canadian Styles 


THE DIAMOND STOVE OO., Nos. 6 and 8 Queen Street West. 
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THE ToRONTO SATURDAY NIGHT 


Editor. 








EDMUND EB. SHEPPARD, . - 








SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
trated paper, published weekly and devoted to its readers, 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 





Subs -riptions will be received on the following terms: 


DRG. DORs ccccocccucccsvacccvescccsses 82 00 
Gir MOWER. nc ccccccccvccscccccccscee 1 00 
Parsee MOBS cc ccccccsccccscesvecceve 50 


No subscription taken for less than three months. 
Advertising rates made known on application at the busi 
ness office. 
THE S 1EPPARD PUBLISHING CO. (Limrrsp), Proprietors 











Vou. I] TORONTO, MAY 19, 1888. [No. 25 


To Contributors. 


Rejected contributions will not be returned, 
or those accepted paid for, unless a special 
agre-ment has been made to that effect. Un- 
less manuscripts are accompanied by a price, 
everything sent to this office will be considered 
as a voluntary contribution, and the pub- 
lishers will not hold themselves responsible. 











The Duties of Wealth. 





We have previously referred to several re- 


spects in which Toronto is deficient as com- 
pared wi:h other cities of equal importance 
and pretensions. We lack a public museum 
and picture gallery. We ought to have more 
parks and open spaces than we now possess, 
A building adapted for musical entertainments 
is another want which should before long be 
met. There is a lack of public spirit among 
our wealthy men as compared with those of 
other cities in the matter of devoting their 
superabundant means to the endowment of 
institutions which would supply public needs, 
adorn and render more attractive the city, and 
at the same time perpetuate their mem- 
orieS. We have among us many who 
have accumulated riches and 
leading business and_ social positions, 
owing to the facilities furnished them as 
residents of the most progressive and enter- 
prising community in Ontario. But how very 
few of them, either during their lifetime or 
at death, think it incumbent on them to pay the 
debt which they owe to the public by donating 
a portion of their wealth to found or endow pub- 
lic institutions! There are some who have left 
money to churches and colleges. But these are 
not institutions which benefit the general pub- | 
lic, and it is not educational or religious endow- 
ments that are principally needed at present to | 
place Toronto on a par with cities of equal | 
population in the matter of public attractions. 
What we need is more men who will follow the 
example so generously set by Mr. J. S. doward, 
whose name deserves to be held in lasting re- 
membrance as the donor of High Park, and give 
of the substance which in nine cases dat of ten 
has been created as much by the community as 
by the individual owner, to public uses, the 
benefit of which will be shared by all and add 
to the attractiveness of the city. 





The Right Kind of Immigrants. 


Much attention is at present being devoted 
to the subject of immigration. Strong protests | 
are being made by labor organizations, muni- | 
cipal bodies and benevolent societies against | 

| 





the system by which paupers and city laborers, 
for whose services there is no demand, are 
being landed by thousands upon our shores | 
with the result that before long a very large 
proportion of them will have to be provided 
for by public or private charity. While large 
sums are being spent every year in encouraging 
a class of immigration which is detrimental to 
us, enough has not been done to point out the 
advantages of Canada, and especially Ontario, | 
as a place of residence to the very numerous 

class of English people who are eking 

out a bare existence in the old land on 


risen to| 


| of his musing hours, 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


investment, as has been found by experience 
elsewhere. In other cities where such exhibi- 
tions are open free of charge, large numbers of 
visitors are constantly attracted, whose pres- 
ence contributes to the prosperity of the place. 
It is to be feared that our leading public men 
and molders of opinion, notwithstanding all 
that has beenJsaid on the subject, are not yet 
sufficiently alive to the need of adding to Toron- 
to's attractions. The parks and drives scheme so 
loudly talked of has been abandoned, the locali- 
ties available for open spaces and recreation 
grounds are being built over, and excepting at 
the Island little or nothing is being done to 
meet our growing necessities in this direction. 
The Zoo if maintained and improved by the 
city would add much to the interest of Exhibi-. 
tion Park. Under its present management it 
has been a source of instruction and amusement 
to very large numbers. The proprietors de- 
serve, and in particular Ald. Piper deserves 
great credit for having initiated and fot nine 
years conducted the institution in the face of 
great obstacles. The cost to the taxpayers of 
taking over the Zoo would be the merest trifle. 
The increase of the taxes of the average work- 
ingman in consequence would hardly be five 
cents a year—a small matter indeed compared 
with the benefits of securing such an exhibition 
free to the public. We hope that the proposal 
will be at once accepted. 








‘‘ Saturday Night.” 

| For Saturday Night. 

| Gone! the toil of the week to the shades of the Past, 
| The ruddy light gleams and the curtains are drawn. 
Oh! the Home light is sweet ere the Orient has flung 
Its mantle of Peace on the fair Sabbath morn. 


This! this! is the hour when Saturpay Nieut, 
To the circle of Home tells the tale of the week, 
In tones that eschew e’en a thought which shall bring 
One pang to the heart, or a blush to the cheek. 


To the ear of glad youth shall its accents impart 
The echoes which float from the arches of Mirth ; 
And the pillow of suff’ring shall lose half its woe 

| In the chasten’d delight ot its innocent worth. 


Old age hath a beauty, and he who shall stay 
Its tottering steps to the verge knoweth bliss, 
Ours, ours, be the task to enliven the way 
That leads to the life which is fairer than this. 





Laud and honor the sway of the hearth and the home 
There the bright star of Peace sheds her beauteous light 
And the worldling may jeer, and the cynic may sneer, 


But this is the mission of Saturpay Nieurt. 
H. K. Cocky. 





Our New York Letter. 


For Saturday Night. 


New York is just budding into the leaf of 
opening spring. The flower-beds in the parks 
are all ablaze with the crimson and yellow 
radiance of the gorgeous tulip, and the trees 
have just begun to cover their wintr; naked- 
ness with the soft, tender greens of the fresh- 
grown foliage. As with nature so with the 
lords of creation. The young man of the period 
has just put on his (or his tailor’s) first spring 
suit, and the pavements of Fifth avenue, above 
Forty-second street, where are the most 
fashionable residences and the most fashion- 
able churches, are thronged with the parading 
Sunday afternoon processions of those who 
come to see and to be seen. Between one and 
half-past one is the busiest time for them. The 


| congregations all come out from their morning 


devotions, and the young man who has been 
enjoying his morning cigarette in the easy 
elegance of the comfortable arm-chair in his 


| own apartments slips slyly down some con- 


venient side street to join the moving 
line of the devotees and meet the maiden 
To his credit be it 
said, he is far better dressed now than he used 
to be, and Bond street tailors and trips to Eng- 
jand have transferred the quiet sobriety and 
clean fitting coat of the English *‘ men’s” dress 
to the center of Manhattanville. 

Light-colored scarfs, straw or cream, light 
blue or blush pink silk with tiny pins, it may be 
a single pearl or a blue turquoise or some little 
device in rubies and diamonds are mostly worn. 
But the glory of the attachments of his cos- 
tume is the handle of his stick or umbrella 





small incomes. To the man of small capital 
Canada offers far greater opportunities for ad- 
vancement than the old country. There are 
many struggling families possessed of a few | 
thousand pounds endeavoring to live on their | 
investments and maintaining a continual | 
struggle to keep up appearances in English 
society who by coming to Canada would find | 
themselves in comparative affluence. The rate 
of interest here is a great deal higher than in 
England and the social demands much | 
less exigeant. The money, which invested 
in English consols or joint stock enter- | 
prises yields but a 
into Canadian bank stock or judiciously 
invested in real estate would produce a much 
larger return, and enable its owner to live in 
comfort and with a much larger measure of 
social consideration than is accorded shabby 
gentility in England. It is surprising that we 
do not get more of this class of immigrants. 
There is no country where capital brings larger 
returns than Canada, and if the Government 
officials whose business it is to promote immi- 
gration would turn their attention towards the 
small investor and the class who live on their 
incomes, instead of flooding the country with 
workingmen for whose labor there is no de- | 
mand, the result would be much more satis. | 
factory. 


pittance —if put | 





The Zoo. 


The proposition is made to the City Council | 
by the directors of the Zoological Society that 
the city should take over the Zoo, subject of 
course to the liabilities with which it is encum- 
bered, and make it a public institution, free to 
all. Such a step would be decidedly in the 
public interest, and the city fathers would be 
letting a good opportunity slip should they fail 


| are so prominently displayed. 





to close with this very liberal offer. The liabil- 
ities which would have to be met are only some 
$8,000, in return for which the public would 
acquire a collection worth at the lowest calcu- 
lation $14,000. In establishing the Zoo on a 
permanent basis as a free exhibition To- 
ronto would be following the example 
of New York and Chicago, which have success- 
fully managed zoological gardens under muni- 
cipal control. As an additional attraction to 


the city it would be an excellently remunerative 


which he carries so daintily on his promenade. 
These are held between the finger and the 
thumb, a few inches below the top, or else 
pressed tight underneath the arm so that the 
detents of the oxydised silver head may easily 
be seen. It would be safe to say that everyone 
who is anyone carries this oxydised silver 
headed adornment. They are of all sizes, 
shapes, and figures, none alike, but each a var- 
iation in accordance with the tastes of the 
bearer. Perhaps this is why the sacred heads 
of those most carefully selected ‘‘ fetish sticks” 
But you know 


| a fellow must have something special to him- 
| self and why shouldn’t it be the head of his 


cane? Well, for the sake of his clothes, we'll 
forgive him for this little piece of selfishness 
and say the New York uptown man is now the 
best dressed man on this side of the water. 
BARLow. 





“One and All.” 


There is nothing at all ax:using in the mar- 
riage ordinance itself, but some very amusing 
things grow out of its observance at times. 
Diffident brides and embarrassed bridegrooms 
often do and say such unexpected things, and 
sometimes ministers forget themselves and say 
the wrong thing. 

A Connecticut minister was called upon to 





officiate at atriple wedding, the brides being | 


cousins who wished the wedding to take place 
at the home of a maternal grandmother. 
They wished, also, to be married with one 


ceremony, each bride and bridegroom respond- 
ing to the questions, and all taking upon them- | 


selves the marriage vows at the same instant, 
an unusua! arrangement that led to some 
confusion on the part of the officiating min- 
ister. 

All went well, however, until it came time 
for the words, ‘‘ And now I pronounce you man 
and wie”; then the minister lifted up his 
hands solemnly, hesitated for a second or two, 
and, at last, said : 

‘And now I pronounce you, one and all, 
man and wife.” 

One of the brides said, laughingly, afterward, 
that the words left some doubt in her mind as 
to ‘who was married to which, and which to 
who,” 


Protestantism, he became a Methodist. He 
was a man of fine abilities, of exceeding good 
taste, and very often gave utterance to mar- 
vellous witticisms. An expression of his in 
a sacramental address in Richmond street 
Church, which I thought very beautiful, has 
remained with me for more than forty years. 
It was this, “If all the angels in Heaven were 


Methodism in Toronto. 
BY REV. JOHN HUNT. 





RETROSPECTIVE. 
III. 
I come now to consider another branch of the 
same family, Agents of the Euglish Wesleyan 
Missionary Society had been here, and in other 


parts of the country, occasionally before this, 


This was deemed an intrusion where they 
were not needed, by some, and through’ 


friendly negotiations, they were withdrawn. 
There were however a goodly number of Eng- 


lish families who had a strong aversion to being 


connected with what they termed ‘‘ Yankee 
Methodists.” 
very churchly in appearance, was procured, and 
Rev. Mr. Barry stationed there in 1832. Mr. 
Barry was an excellent man, and much beloved 
by all who knew him. Asapreacher he was popu- 
lar, and attracted the attention of many others 
outside those who first desired his ministra- 
tions, 
body of Methodists, and hence the George 
street congregation and their pastor could not 
be looked upon with much favor. But the time 
was rapidly approaching when, it was fondly 
anticipated, this unseemly rivalry would cease, 
Terms of union were agreed upon by the Can- 
adian and British Wesleyan Conferences, and 
practically carried out the following year, 1833. 
The missionary was withdrawn, and George 
street Church was closen. I remember hearing 
it said at the time, that Rev. Mr. Barry was 
exceedingly cautious in giving any encourage- 
ment to any members of the church outside 


| the congregation to whom he ministered which 


would be calculated to produce dissatisfaction. 

The Rev. George Marsden was sent out as 
the first English Presiient of the Canadian 
Conference, which took place in Newgate 
(Adelaide) street Church, in October, 1833. 
Seven years of some degree of prosperity fol- 
lowed, not, however, entirely without friction. 





| colonizing church, 





This was in many respects the darkest period 
of Canadian history. A dominant party, known 
as the “family compact,” was regnant 
both in politics and church affairs. The 
rebellion took place in 1837. Depression was 
prevalent everywhere. These matters, con- 
nected with some controversy among them- 
selves, did not contribute to religious 
prosperity in the Methodist Church of Toronto. 
A smaller number of members was reported 
at the end of seven years than when the union 
took place in 1833. In 1840 that union was dis- 
solved by the withdrawal of the English Con- 
ference, on their alleged inability to approve of 
certain acts of the Canadian brotherhood. 
From that time, every year has reported an 
increase of membership, until it has risen up 
into the thousands. Great zeal was mani- 
fested by ali parties. Whether this zeal was 
always pure, is still a question with me ; yet 
I have little doubt but it was overruled for 
good, and marked and apparently genuine 
revivals followed. 

After the return of the Canadian delegates 
from England, a special conference was held in 
October, 1840, and it was ascertained that a 
number, I think about a dozen at first, declared 
their adhesion to the English Conference, and 
wished to continue their ministry under the 
direction of the London Weslevan Missionery 
Committee. George street Church was re-opened 
by Rev. Messrs. Richey and Stinson. This was 
the leading church of British Methodism, having 
been enlarged and much improved, until 
Richmond street Church was opened. Since 
then the old church has had a chequered his- 
tory. It has been by turns an Orange hall, a 
Unitarian church, part of a smith’s shop, and 
passing along the street to-day (April 27, 1888) 
and stopping to inquire, I found it had been 
turned side to the street and converted into 
two dwellings, far away below,I should say 
first-class in their order. It stands almost 
directly opposite the George street Public 
School. Farewell to thec, eld church! Within 
thy walls were ministers who have sel- 
dom been equalled or excelled—Richey, 
Stinson, Davidson, Hetherington, and others 
of equal worth! Among thy worshippers were 
occasionally found the first men of our land, 
Sir F, B. Head, Sir George Arthur and others! 
Among those who were leaders in thy songs of 
praise were many voices, full of music, sweet 
and clear. Clarke, noted for his amiability, 
Baxter (father of the present alderman of that 
name), a magnificent musician in his day! Not 
one of those whom I have mentioned is 
left among us now! To _ one and = all, 
I say again, farewell! farewell! until 
we meet you with the great majority beyond. 


This congregation moved to Richmond street 
in 1845. This was regarded as the cathedral of 
Methodism at the time. I remember hearing 
some young gentlemen who did not Jook upon 
it with much favor speak of it as “the bang-up 
church.” It was, however, the home of many 
who feared the Lord, and Methodists from 
other parts of the country coming to Toronto 
always sought the privilege of attending 
‘Richmond street prayer meeting.” It wasa 
The following all were 
offshoots from it: Queen street, Yorkville, 
Berkeley street and Elm street. The ministers 
first stationed there were men of note, Revs. 
W. M. Harvard and R. Cooney, D.D., 
with an assistant young man until the 
union of 1847. Mr. Harvard was one of 
the six young missionaries who sailed for 
India in 1814, with Dr. Coke, who died on the 
passage out. He was found in the morning, 
kneeling by his bed, his pure spirit having fled 
while engaged in his devotions. Mr. Harvard 
read the burial service over the body of Dr. 
Coke when he was buried in the Indian Ocean. 
A burial at sea! How deeply so.emn is the 
scene, when you hear the words, ‘‘ We commit 
his body to the deep.” The end of the plank 
is raised on which the coffin rests; a splash 
is heard; you try to look after it, but 
you see it no more, The good ship speeds on 
her course as before. Such a scene I witnessed 
afew months ago, in mid-Atlantic Ocean. I 
have often heard Mr, Harvard speak with 
much enthusiasm of Dr. Coke, of whom he had 
a great fund of anecdotes, and of whom he 
never wearied talking. After remaining in 
Ceylon for some years, he returned to England, 
and subsequently came to Canada, where 
he remained until tne union of 1847, Dr. 
Cooney was educated for the priesthood of 
the Church of Rome. On his conversion to 


















A building on George street, not, 


This, of course, took from the other 


to cease praising God, there are enough of us on 
earth, purchased with the precious blood of 
Jesus Christ, to take up and prolong the song 
through all eternity.” 


This was the time of controversy between the 
difftrent Methodist bodies of the day, and also 
other religious denominations. Mr. Harvard 
was given to pamphleteering. His Canadian 
productions, some of them well on to half a 
‘century old, would furnish amusing reading at 
the present time. I have in my possession “A 
copy of all my Canadian works, the gift of 
the author.” The following excerpts, being 
the titles only, will give some indication of 
the subjects treated. The first is entitled, 
‘Remarks and Suggestions, Respectfully 
Offered, on that Portion of the Clergy Reserve 
Property (Landed and Funded), of Upper 
Cainada, ,Not Specially Appropriated’ to 
any Particular Church,” in a letter addressed to 
his Excellency Sir George Arthur, K. C. H., 
Governor and Commander-in-Chief, “‘ etc., etc., 
etc., by the Rev. W. M. Harvard.” This was 
published in 1839. Another pamphlet published 
in 1845, has the following title: ‘‘ No Honesty 
Separate from Veracity ; the Unrighteous Mon- 
opoly, by an Intolerant Party in the Church of 
England, of Whatever Christian Knowledge 
Canada Possesses, Examined, Exposed and Re- 
buked; to which is added: A Defence of the 
Wesleyan Methodists and other Orthodox 
Churches in Canada, Against the Unchristian 
Bitterness, ‘Violent Dealing’ and Mis- 
representation of the Theological Profes- 
sor of McGill College, Montreal, by the 
Rev. W. M. Harvard, ‘a Friend of the 
Church of England.” There is still the title of 
another, published in 1846: ‘‘Facts against 
Falshood. The false allegations of their be- 
ing a ministry—unnecessary, unfriendly, of 
merely political character, and of injurious 
tendency, made by the Christian Guardian, 
(the official organ of the Upper Canada Con- 
ference,) against the missionaries of the 
British Wesleyan Conference, in Western 
Canada, (with the view of injuring their credit 
and standing), fully and forcibly disproved ; 
being a statement of the facts connected with 
the seven years’ union between those two confer- 
ences, and also with its subsequent and sudden 
dissolution. A measure which was forced upon 
the British Conference, and which necessi- 
tated its missionaries to occupy their present 
separated and distinctive position in this Pro- 
vince. By the Rev. W. M. Harvard.” 


It has prefixed the following significant 
motto: “ Prating against us with malicious 
words.”—III Ep. John 10. 

From the title pages, each of which is suffi- 
ciently descriptive to be the contents of an 
octavo volume, it will be readily inferred that 
Mr. Harvard was a gentleman of strong and 
somewhat eccentric convictions. Another illus- 
tration of this is found in the followingdialogue 
between the minister and sexton, on a Sabbath 
evening, to the great amusement of the con- 
gregation. The sexton, as was usual with him, 
was proceeding to open the door, just as the 
minister was about to pronounce the benedic- 
tion. Attempting to remedy the evil, Mr. 
Harvard turned to him and said: ‘* Brother 
Sexton, I wish you to allow the door to 
remain closed until after I pronounce the 
benediction.” 

‘* But I am obliged to open it, sir.” 

‘*T say you must not.” 

‘* But I shall be trampled upon by the congre- 
gation, sir, before I can get out of the way.” 

“Tt is my command to you, that hereafter 
the door must be kept closed until after the 
benediction.” 

‘“‘No human being can do that, sir.” 

““Tten,” said Mr. Harvard, ‘‘ we must get an 
angel from heaven to do it,” and immediately 
said the benediction. 

To be Concluded next week. 





India’s Man Eating Tigers. 





One set of cages was very attractive to us. 
Trey contained ten huge tigers, all caught in 
pits after proving themselves man eaters, 
Huge brutes which would spring at us as we 
pessed with such ferocity that they would hurt 
themselves against the iron bars. The tigers 
of our menageries are puppets compared to 
these fierce monsters. A few annas to the 
keeper obtained for me the privilege of doing a 
little practice. Looking a fierce fellow steadily 
in the eye, and speaking in a stern but steady 
voice, I tapped him sharply over the head with 
my rattan cane. He blinked his eyes. I follow- 
ed up the action with a sharper stroke and 
made him quiet down. I tried another, and 
actually made him lie down on his side and 
purr like a great cat. I did not fail once. The 
native looked at me admiringly and evidently 
thought I was accustomed to managing man 
eaters. What an amount of nerve a brave man 
has when he knows danger can not reach 
him, 





Superiority of Modern Surgery. 





One of the greatest points of superiority in 
modern over old time surgery is in the care 
taken to avoid the dangerous consequences 
which follow the entrance into a surgical 
wound of any impurity or foreign matter from 
the air, instruments or other source. These 
septic or fever producing particles are every- 
where, and, if they do not produce more serious 
consequence in awound, they prevent prompt 
and healthy healing. If a wound “heals by 
first intention,” without inflammation or sup- 
puration, then the antiseptic precautions have 
been complete, To attain this result the sur- 
geon is extremely careful that his instruments 
are without blemish; that his hands are not 
only perfectly clean, but that they are dipped 
in antiseptic fluid; that the part of the 
patient's body to be operated on has been 
similarly cleansed; that the wound itself is 
cleansed with the same fluid before closing, 
and that the dressing is prepared with a like 
end in view, 





On Divers Strings. 





Sunset at the Island. 





For Saturday Night. 
Day set on western waves that bound 
Toronto's sandy isle around, 
And break with slow and slumbrous sound 
Upon the pebbly beach. ; 


The sun that long on heaven's breast 
His fiery march had fiercely pressed, 
Wearily row sinks to rest 

Beyond the blue hill’s reach. 


But ere in bosom of the night’ 

He lays his glories out of sight, 

And fr m the world his golden light 
Hides till another day, 


He pours upon those clouds that rolled, 

Battlemented, big and bold. 

A shimmering sheen of shining gold, 
And red and purple-grey. 


Till on that humid canvas high 

It seemed some artist of the sky ° 

Had mixed the hues seen by no eye 
On mortal’s canvas blent, 


And spread before my wondering gaze 

A picture tint with rainbow rays, 

Whose ever- varying, colored blaze, 
Seemed all divinely sent. 


TORONTO. R. BuTcHare. 


For Saturday Night. 


Two little English sparrows 
Dwelt in a maple tree, 

They liked their fine new, foreign home 
And both sang merrily 

“We like this Yankee weather 
Oh, yee, twee, wee, twee, wee.” 


But that was when the sun was warm 
And beaming from the sky, 

But when the cold, dark winter came 
They homeward longed to fly, 

And Mr. Sparrow sadly chirped 
** My dear, I’m ‘fraid we ’1l die.” 


Then some kind friend a warm box placed 
High in that maple tree, 

Where Mrs. Sparrow made a nest 
And sang right merrily, 

Tho’ western winds blow cold and hard, 
Yet western hearts are warm, twee, wee. 


ToRoNTo. Nora Lavoener. 


Good-Bye. 
To W. J. F. 





For Saturday Night, 
Why should we say ‘‘ good-bye” ? 
—That sweetest, saddest word, 
Too oft beneath it lie 
Emotions idly stirred, 
The German parting bears more hopeful strain, 
—** We meet again!” 


The werld is wide we know, 
The world is narrow too, 
To come we first must go ; 
And now I wish to you 
Until we say—All pleasure and no pain !— 
—-‘* We meet again !” 


Feathered Emigrants. 


You bear a charm away, 

Your own, I'll not deny,— 

: . e 

No one friend every may 

Another's worth supply ; 
You'll bring it back all—smilingly, and then, 

We meet again ! 
ELORA. A.C 





| Unsolved Problems. 


For Saturday Night. 

I wonder if the moneron, to whom so proudly my 
Evolutionary pedigree I trace, 

In his protoplasmic intellect revolved the questions high 
That looked his generation in the face ! 


When the “‘struggle for existence” with his origin began 
And his wondrous ontogenesis progressed, 

Did lofty aspirations to develop into man 
Thrill the animate albumen of his breast ? 


When he on his pseudopodia began to move about 
To investigate primordial affairs, 

On the mighty social problems did he eloquently spout 
And eternally keep raving for repairs? 


Now, if some man of science will to all these knotty points 
A solution hypothetical propose, 
I'll pray that some great psychopomp his honored soul 
appoints 
A place for aye unvisited by woes. 


DELAWARE, ONT. MERONNE. 





Nancy. 





In brown holland apron she stood in the kitchen ; 

Her sleeves were rolled up and her cheeks all aglow ; 
Her hair was coiled neatly ; and I, indiscreetly, 

Stood watching while Nancy was kneading the dough. 


Now, who could be neater, or brighter, or sweeter, 
Or who hum a song so delightfully low, 
Or whe look so slender, so gracefully tender, 
As Nancy, sweet Nancy, while kneading the dough ? 


How deftly she pressed it, and squeezed and caressed it, 
And twisted and turned it, now quick and now slow. 

Ah, me, but that madness I've paid for in sadness |! 
"Twas my heart she was kneading as well as the dough. 


At last, when she turned for her pan to the dresser, 
She saw me and blushed, and said shyly, ‘‘ Please go, 
Or my bread'll be spoiling, in spite of my toiling, 
If you stand here and watch while I’m kneading the 
dough.” 


I begged for permission to stay. She'd not listen ; 
The sweet little ty rant said, ‘‘ No, sir; no! no!” 
Yet when I had vanished on being thus banished, 
My heart staid with Nancy while kneading the dough. 


I’m dreaming, sweet Nancy, and see you in fancy, 
Your heart, love, has softened and pitied my woe ; 
And we, dear, are rich in a dainty wee kitchen 
Where Nancy, my Nancy, stands kneading the dough. 
Joun A, FRASER. 
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‘ Here and There. 





It isto be hoped there is no truth in the 
report that the City Council intend offering 
fifty cents for every tagless dog brought to 
If true, the Council will do 
wisely in reconsidering the unfair effect of 
It is perhaps a right and pro- 
per thing that a regularly constituted officer 
should be empowered to ‘‘ net” all tagless and 
But such officers have 
valuable dogs 
whose necks have borne legitimate evidence of 
the license inspector’s sanction to appear at all 


headquarters. 
such a decision. 


ownerless animals. 
been known to “scoop in’ 


times on the public streets. 


* 
* * 


The suit of the late Mr. George Grasett 


against the City of Toronto is a case in point. 


The plaintiff clearly proved that his dog—a 
valuable spaniel—was properly tagged at the 


time of capture, and the city, very properly, 


had to pay heavy damages for the rascality of 


its own servant, 
* - * 
So long as this power isin the hands of but 


one individual there is not grave cause for 


apprehension, but it will be patent to everyone 
that the offer of a reward of fifty cents for 
every tagless animal will raise an army of dog- 
snatchers with whom the snapping of a tag 
and a col.ar will be but a momentary consider- 
ation. Many a lad who would see the City 
Fathers ‘‘furder” rather than run in a tagless 
canine, for love of the thing, will find his senti- 
ments very materially altered when he receives 
fifty cents for each appearance at headquarters. 
We are apt to appreciate a good thing at the 
ands of our City Parents, because it is so 
seldom we get it, but this case in point is not 
the exception that proves the rule, 
ove 

Torontonians who have lived in Paris will 
read with interest that the late Archbishop 
received ordination at the hands of Monsignor 
D'Arthe, ‘‘The Martyr of the Barricades.” 
They will, doubtless, remember the sculptured 
figure on the tomb of the latter in that gloomy 
southern aisle of Notre Dame, where the mur- 
dered prelate is depicted as he stood at the 
head of the barricades, vainly beseeching the 
“Irreconcilables” to desist from further strife, 
nor will they forget the last words of the noble 
churchman, as he fell gasping and done to 
death by the bullets of his own people, ‘‘ Puisse 
mon sang etre le dernier verse” (May my blood 
be the last to be shed). But he was not to be the 
last archiepiscopal victim. Two decades later 
a successor of his, Monsignor Darboy, received 
a crimsoned “anointing for death” at the 
hands of the brutal followers of the Commune, 
in the uncompromising struggle of the latter 
with the troops of Versailles. 

* * * 

Speaking of Paris, ever since the Wilson- 
Limouzin scandal any one appearing in public 
wearing decorations under suspicious circum- 
stances is apt to be summarily investigated. 
At least, such has been the fate of an honest 
veteran who has chosen a curious method of 
earning a living. 

In front of a beer saloon, known in Paris as 
a “brasserie,” on the not aristocratic boule- 
_vard Clichy, and not far from the famous prison 
where Horace Greeley was once incarcerated, 
may be seen standing daily, in sunshine and 
shower, a broken ex-soldier, bearing an im- 
mense placard on which are celebrated the 
virtues of the particular beverages sold within. 
On his breast he wears the cross of the Legion 
of Honor. The other day a gendarme, noting 
the decoration, atid taking it for granted that 
the man had no right to wear it, proposed to 
“run him in.” 

“Come, take that off,” was his uncivil de- 
mand, 

‘‘Lower your paws,” was the soldier's re- 
sponse, ‘I won this cross on the field of 
battle, and it must be respected. Salute it, 
officer.” 

And the stoical defender of his country went 
on with his chant : 

‘Walk in, welk in; thirty centimes a glass.’ 

“My name,” he subsequently explained to an 
inquiring journalist, ‘‘is Pierre Janchere. I 
was born at Blaye in 1835, and am therefore 55. 
Not old, but broken just the same, so thoroughly 
has my skin been riddled by bullets and my 
body maltreated by the enemy. Seventeen 
wounds, monsieur, count for something. I 
received them in the Crimea, in Italy and in 
1870,” 

“ But the cross?” 

“That was given me at Buzenval on January 
19th, 1871, for my conduct during the fight. 
And now, worn out and used up, I get a pen- 
sion of 400 francs ($86) from the Government ; 
but although I’m not a gourmand, with bread 
and beef at their present price, I can’t live on 
400 franes. I haven’t the strength to work, so 
all I can do is to stand here and hold this sign. 
Anyway, it’s better than begging,” added the 
old man as he resumed his song: “ Walk in, 
walk in; thirty centimes a glass.” 

* 


* * 

“A Trip to England” is the re-print of a 
series of contributions by Goldwin Smith to 
the columns of The Week. 

* 


* « 

Of such a work as this, coming as it does from 
the pen of one who knows so well whereof he 
Writes, it goes without saying that every line 
is pregnant with an enduring interest. To 
those who may journey amongst the historic 
Scenes of the Motherland, ‘‘A Trip to Eng- 
land” will be esteemed an invaluable guide 
and assistance. Dear to the heart of many an 


honest son of old England will be these half 
hundred pages, instinct with sentiments ot the 
highest patriotism, and heightened in effect by 
that purity and elegance of diction which are 
















so completely at the command of this brilliant 
Englishman. Listen! or, better still, quietly 
read and note the manner in which the days of 
bastard-chivalry are disposed of in the para- 
graph on the Temple Church in London: “That 
fantastic after-growth which appeared when the 
crusades were over, and which swore on the 
swans, worshipped women as goddesses, while 
it by no means treated them as Dianas, per- 
formed crazy vows in their honor, tilted in 
senseless tournaments, made reckless wars out 
of a mere spirit of adventure, cultivated a nar- 
row sense of honor, trampled on the peasant, 
and at last sat for the portrait of Don Quixote,” 
+ 


* * 

It is true, and pity it is ’tis true! that surface 
critics have applied the epithet of denatural- 
ized Englishman to the author of “Three 
English Statesmen,” but let such tell us if any, 
but one imbued with an undying love for the 
old land could have written the following lines, 
“Gray church towers, hamlets, mansions, 
homesteads, cottages, showing themselves 
everywhere, fill the landscape with human in- 
terest. There is many a more picturesque, 
there is no lovelier land than Old England, and 
a great body of English poetry from Cooper to 
Tennyson attests at once the unique character, 
and the potency of the charm. The sweetest 
season is spring, when the landscape is most 
intensely green, when the May is in bloom in 
all the hedges, and the air is full of its frag- 
rance, when the meadows are full of cowslips, 
the banks of primroses and violets, and the 
woods of the wild hyacinth,” 


* 
* * 


And in words—not of adulation, but 
simply as one relating a fact, it can truly be 
said that because he has—unmoved by that 
shallow desire for popular applause, which is 
the bane of our public men —consistently 
battled in season and out of season for what has 
seemed to him the cause of humanity and pro- 
gress, the name of Goldwin Smith is regarded 
with affectionate admiration by Englishmen of 
all classes throughout this broad Dominion. At 
a period which is but as yesterday, when Cana- 
dian statesmen were truckling with the Home 
Rule element here, and vote-haunted mem- 
bers of Parliament were offering the uncalled-for 
expression of an unfelt sympathy with that 
body, and, through them, with the enemies 
of England, it is well to remember that Gold- 
win Smith was foremost with tongue and pen 
in maintaining the integrity of the Empire, 
and this, too, at a period when such a stand 
was not by any means so popular as it is to- 
day. Loyal Britons do not forget the service 
his pen has done in removing the mask of 
falsehood from the brow of sedition. 

St. GEORGE. 


ee 


The Viceroy of India. 


Lord Dufferin appears to be as popular in 
India as he was in Canada. He and Lady 
Dufferin possess in a high degree the art of 
making friends and of keeping them. On the 
eve of their departure from India the Viceroy 
and his wife were presented with addresses by 
the inhabitants of Calcutta. The ceremony 
took place in the Town hall, and their reception 
was most enthusiastic. ‘The tribute,” the 
London Times says, ‘was well deserved. His 
tenure of office, although not long, has been 
on the whole singularly fortunate. Within 
the country the Pax Britannica has been 
preserved, and domestic legislation on more 
than one delicate and difficult subject 
has been carried through with success. 
The foreign affairs of India have been 
more perplexing and have given more 
opportunity for wise or unwise management. 
That the storm cloud which hung over the 
Northwestern frontier at the time of the Penj- 
deh incident passed quietly away, was due 
very largely to Lord Dufferin’s diplomatic 
skill.” It will be seen from this that Lord 
Dufferin’s reputation as an able and judicious 
administrator has become more firmly estab- 
lished by the way in which he has, during the 
last four years, performed the very important 
duties of a high anti most difficult position. At 
one time the continuance of peaceful relations 
between Great Britain and Russia depended 
upon his discretion and he succeeded not only 
in averting a dreadful war but in promoting a 
settlement of the question in dispute which ap- 
pears to have been satisfactory to all the parties 
concerned and which promises to be permanent. 

In the other great measure of his adminis- 
tration, the annexation of Burmah, he has not 
been so fortunate. That measure, according to 
Lord Dufferin, was a necessity, but the conse- 
quences have not yet been so happy either to 
India or to the inhabitants of the annexed 
country, as the Governor-General hoped and 
expected. The country, though nominally 
subdued, has been ever since its con- 
quest in a disturbed condition. The Dacoits 
have annoyed and alarmed the peaceful 
inhabitants, ard have kept the British 
troops actively but unsatisfactorily em- 
ployed. The robbers have hardly been driven 
out of one district before they have appeared 
in another, and to-day they are as troublesome 
and to all appearance as numerous as they 
were twelve months ago. Disarming the in- 
habitants has had no other effect than to make 
them ‘the unresisting prey of the bands of 
marauders who are continually roaming about 
in almost every part of the country. It may be 
that Lord Dufferin’s hopes and expectations as 
regards the consequences of Upper Burmah may 
be realized in time, but so far, those who are 
in a position to judge, confess that the result 
is disappointing. 

It must not be forgotten that Lady Dufferin 
has in her sphere effectively seconded the efforts 
of her husband to ameliorate the condition of 
the people of India. The work that she has 
begun has already produced the best effects, 
and will continue to do good after her guiding 
hand is withdrawn. The association for supply- 
ing medical aid to ‘the women of India which 
she organized was greatly needed, and if prop- 
erly supported, as it no doubt will be, will 
incalculably lessen suffering and ‘bring in- 
creased health and happiness to countless India 
households.” Looking back on the success of 
Lord Dufferin’s short administration, to the 
good that he and Lady Dufferin have done and 
to their many endearing social qualities it is 
not surprising that the people of India regret 
theic departure. 











































One of the Bravest is a sensational comedy 
drama in thre2 acts, which has enlivened the 
Toronto Opera House during the week. 

* 


There is nothing new in the plot of the piece, 
which follows the old towpath of hundreds of 
others that are not lost, but simply gone 
before. There is a villain who still pursues her, 
an Irishmam, a colored gemman and a heathen 
Chinee, who work up to the cifferent climaxes 
with praise-worthy indifference to the usual 
probabilities which govern time and space. 

* 

Several of the scenes are strikingly realistic, 
creating a goodly amount of amusement, especi- 
ally the whimsicalities of Mrs. Grogan which 
part is admirably sustained by Mr. Wm. Cronin. 
Mr. Geo. Reynolds was an immense favorite 
with the gallery as the white gemman, a trifle 
off color, who used ‘‘ to tote de water bucket, 
sah.” As Rufus Ward, “one whose life might 
have been different had he reflected,” Mr. E. A. 
White's effectiveness might have been differ- 
ent had he refrained from the unspeakable 
manner in which he repeatedly cleared his 
voice when in full view and hearing of his 
outraged audience. Such conduct on the part 
of a player is simply unbearable and all the 
more so that he possesses a certain amount of 
talent which under other circumstances would 
have commended him to the good will of the 
house. Neither should some of the players for- 
get that whilst this is a free and democratic 
country a more lavish use of Morse’s Mottled 
would not be foreign to the matter. Person- 
ally one may overlook these eccentricities of 
genius, but the great, wide, breezy world will 
have none of them, and actors, like common 
mortals, will do well to trim their sails to the 


popular breeze. 
co 


Miss Clara Shropp is a clever little soubrette 
and dancer. Her topical song Excuse Me, I’ll 
Tell You no More, was encored thrice. 


Mr. Ned Barry, in a rusty suit of ‘‘ evening 
dress ” and a plug hat of the year one, gave one 


| or two songs in true music hall style; nor 


must that clever little acrobat, Mr. Thomas 
O’Brien, be forgotten, for his tumbling afforded 
much amusement and pleasure to the whole 


house. 
7 


One word more regarding the characteriza- 
tion of the typical Irish woman by Mr. Wm. 
Cronin. This was very funny, and, of course, 
afforded unbounded delight, and here is where 
the great public has to confess its obligation to 
the great playwright who has furnished us with 
a character of Irish pluck, skill and handicraft, 
which a merciful Providence has never per- 
mitted to appear off the stage. 

* 

Mr. Charles McCarthy, the star of the piece, 
gave an admirable and manly representation 
of the heroic fireman. SATURDAY NIGHT had 
the pleasure of having a half hour’s chat with 
this genial player, and learned that he is thor- 
oughly versed in the details of the duties of 
One of the Bravest, having madea special study 
of the working of the fire department in New 
York, and his representation of this character 
gives admirable proof that he has profited 
thereby. In his dual character of Hop Wah, 
the Celestial waskee washee, he is a brilliant 
success, and here is where his one time position 
as Chinese Interpreter at San Francisco has 
stood him in good stead. His company at pre- 
sent is in its youth, but he expects to make it a 
first-class affair before tne year is out. All the 
latest appliances employed by the New 
York fire department will be brought into use, 
and it is safe to predict a brilliant future 


for One of the Bravest. 
* 


The boards of the Grand were held during the 
latter part of last week, by a company which 
should have taken to the woods long ago. 
Criticism on Genevieve is witheld until the 
company has mastered the elementary prin- 
ciples of stage-playing. 

om 


Untied finishes a three nights and matinee 
engagement to-night, and doubtless the twirlers 


ot the ball in Toronto will realize that they | 


have still a hearty support in Toronto. 
STAGE GOSSIP. 


A quaint story comes from Chicago with the 
Rosina Vokes company. Mr. Ferdinand Gotts- 
chalk is a great amateur palmist, and Mr. Clay, 
in a spirit of deviltry, put Courtenay Thorpe 
behind a curtain through which his hand was 
thrust. This was submitted to Gottschalk, 
who recognized whose it was at once. After 
telling the company all he knew about Thorpe, 
but putting it all as if it were a lady’s hand, he 
concluded: ‘‘ You think you could act; but if 
you try will find that you cannot. This line 
indicates that you were intended by nature to 
wield the shears—with a little more liter. 
ary taste and learning you might ably 
assist the exchange editor of a country weekly, 
but as you are deficient in these I should advise 
you to try, dressmaking or something of that 
sort. You will before long meet the man 
whom you love and he will lead you to the 
altar, where, as this line indicates, you will be 
happily wedded to him. You will have four 
children—” At this point Mr. Thorpe dived 
through the curtain and the meeting broke 
up in confusion. 

When W. J. Florence was a lad, playing 
minor comedy parts in a Broadway theater at 
ten dollars a week, he thought he was madly in 
love with a young actress at work for the same 
stipend, During the play, one night, he invited 
her to take some oysters after the performance. 
Then he rushed to his lodgings, changed his 
clothes, met her, and took her to an oyster- 
house. His bill there was one dollar and ninety 
cents, but unfortunately he found he had left 
all his money in his other clothes. The waiter 








and the proprietor both said his story was too 
diaphanous, and made him give up his watch 
and his father’s ring that he wore. Just then 
a white-haired, benevolent-looking old gentle- 
man came out of one of the private dining com- 
partments they used to have in those days, and 
thundered at the proprietor : ‘“* Give that youth 
back his watch and chain and ring. Let me 
pay his bill. You ought to be ashamed, sir. 
Any one can see that this is an honest youth 
and his companion a perfect lady. (The lady 
was in tears). I will pay the bill and never set 
foot in your place again.” Out in the street, 
Florence was overcome with gratitude. ‘Give 
me your address, sir,” said he to the kindly old 
gentleman ; ‘“‘I will return you the money to- 
morrow.” ‘‘ Oh, never mind,” said the philan- 


thropist; ‘‘that was a counterfeit twenty- | 


dollar bill I handed to that old fool. It was 
worth nothing, and he gave me eighteen dollars | 
and ten cen:s change for it. That’s the way I 
make my liying. Good night.” 

antbtinncsanstll Aicle Atimasitn 


Correspondence. 


To the Editor of Saturday Night: 





issue of SATURDAY NiGat, *‘We hope the day 


will never come in Toronto, when men will re- | 
tain their seats in the street cars while women | 


are standing.” Now, you must be blind as to 
what is going on every day, women 4o stand 
in the street cars, and many men think differ- 
ently from you in this matter, it is not right to 
think and expect that men will give up their 
seats when women are standing, and I, for one, 
sympathize with men who refrain from this | 
weakness. I always believe in the rule which 
says, ladies first, when there is a vacant seat, 
but not in the interruption of others who have 
first right. In large cities, take New York for 
instance, you can see ladies decline an offer of 
a seat, and in ali cases you will see ladies | 
standing while men are sitting. There is some | 
excuse for young men because they are easily 


led, but to witness old men giving up their | 


seats is a puzzler. I use the street cars every 
day, the large cars, and know what I am talk- 
ing about. au A, P; 
R. A. P. is rather exercised in mind on this 
subject, but it may safely be said that a very 
few moments’ reflection will show him that 


this is a matter in which the exercise of good | 


taste and common sense will find a speedy solu- 
tion. 
visable to give place to the fair sex, as in the | 
case of elderly men, but most folks in Toronto 
prefer to belong to the old-fashioned people 
who have been taught that there is nothing 
degrading or foolish in thus yielding the pas 
to the wearers of the kirtle. Ep. 





Art and Artists. 





What a number of Rocky Mountain pictures 
this year! Our artists seem to be crazy on the 
subject. So says the carping critic, who would 
say with equal readiness if the pictures were 
absent, ‘‘ Why don’t our artists take advantage 
of the means of obtaining really grand scenery 
now that the Rockies are accessible,” and truly 
this newly discovered sketching ground is 
worthy of the enthusiasm with which our 
artists have greeted it, but all the same it 
would have been in better taste if one of the 
prominent members of the hanging committee | 


had not hung ten of his own mountain pic- | 
tures on the line (upper and lower) of the only | 
wall fit to display the water color drawings of | 


the members. - 


Beginning with the catalogue D. Fowler's | 
skied picture No. 3, A Storm Beaten Shore, is | 
one of his characteristic sketchy drawings | 
marked by force sand true drawing. His Dark | 
Pool (32) is another successful study. We are 
glad to see it marked sold. His Midday Shade | 
(45) is also worthy of his best days and all we 
have to regret is the absence of his cid time | 


game and flower pieces. 
* 


Another veteran artist, W. N. Cresswell, 
who has fared badly as to hanging, has Cuco- 
monda Mountains (46) too high to be properly 
seen, and San Diego, California, (55). but (265) 
Wreck on the Pacific Coast is perhags his best. 
Nos. 280 and 289 will give a good idea of his style 
in treating rural and wild scenery respectively. | 


| 
L. R. O'Brien's Mt. Sir Donald (14) is perhaps | 
his best picture, but Burrard Inlet (62) and | 
Brockton Point are two nice little pictures, | 
clean and finished like all Mr. O'Brien’s work. 
Yale, B. C., (57) is also well painted, but we are 
informed that his best work this year has been 
sold at a private exhibition he held in Montreal 
in the Art Association gallery. 


| 


Mr. Matthews shows a nice bit of mountain 
scenery in No. 12, The foreground is particu- 
larly good, but his best work is No, 17, Mt. 
Sir Donald, full of good, honest, painstaking | 
work. Mt. Cheops (27) has good work but is 
not so pleasing a picture. The Glacier Path 
(16) is also good, on the whole we prefer Mr. 
Matthews’ smaller pieces, which seem to be 
more carefully painted as well as more success- 


ful in color than his larger works. 
* 


F. M. Bell-Smith has a large number of 
Rocky Mountain scenes, the best being Bears- | 
foot Mountain (29) and Hazy Day (38). The 
Day’s Decline (53) and Valley of the Otter Tail 
(258) are also good, but the two larger pictures, 
Morning Mists (26) and Mt. Carrol (42), are too 
hastily and carelessly painted for such im- 
portant subjects. 

T, Mewer-Martin’s large picture, Martin’s 


Peak (36), in the centre of the wall, is a boldly 
treated picture of mountains away from the 





There are occasions when it is not ad- | 


| of notice. 
Srr,— You made this statement in a recent | 





beaten track of the railway. His other moun- 
tain picture, Summit Lake (5), shows a care- 
ful rendering of Mt. St. Denis under a cloudy 
sky. The Last Snarl (250), with the Indian 
cautiously approaching the dying bear, is quite 
original in treatment and Canadian in char- 
acter. The Wild Swan (271) and Pigeons (307) 
are among the best of this artist’s works. 


F. C. V. Ede is the name of a young painter 
from whom much is hoped. His Peril en route 
(35) is well placed, and is artistic in treat ment, 
though very sketchy. His High Park (51) has 
a good style about it, as has also his Divided 
(19). Weoverheard an artist intimating that 
there was a want of originality about these 
pictures, which we would fain hopé is not 
founded on fact. 


C. M. Manley’s June Days (244) was worthy of 
a bettcr fate than to be hanged in the dark, 
His 234 is a good example of careful work and 
nicely modulated color. In Summer is Queen 


he is not quite so successful. 
o 


J. T. Rolph’s Bay of Quinte (71) is well worthy 
So are Late November (310) and Old 
House (229), by the same hand. 


* 

E. May Martin shows promise in her Spring 
Flowers (246), and good feeling for color and 
repose in By the Lakeside (255). Among the 
Birches is a good wood interior, a little wanting 
in finish, but in good keeping. 

* 


Mr. Forshaw Day shows as results of iast 
summer's work in the mountains Mt. Cheops 
(15), Hermit Glacier (23). Glacier Mountains (52) 


and Rainy Weather (60) are two of his best. 
* 


C. S. Millard, one of our old contributors, has 
not sent his best work in 44 and 21. His 
Coniston Fells (308) is better, but not equal to 
his old work. 


Henry Martin has a nice bit of woodland 
study badly hanged (242). Two good composi- 
tions by his hand are Keene’s Valley (69) and 


| Ben More (296). 


* 
We should like to see more works by C. J. 
Way, the painter of Mouth of the Dart (68). 
There is an open air effect about the little bit 


that is refreshing. 
. 


O. R. Jacobi is not quite equal to his best, 
except in A Quiet Sunset (4) and On the Mont- 
morenci River (58). These are good specimens 
of his old and best style. 

. 


By new names, but well worth notice, are, 
On the Atlantic Coast (30) by J. W. Morice and 
Bluff Point (282) by R. Paley. On the whole 
the Academy is to be congratulated on the 
most successful collection of water colors yet 
shewn. 


The Gas-Bag. 


For Saturday Night. 

He is a terror. How often have we heard 
him describing his imagined ad ventures when 
against a countless horde he holds his own and 
sends to grass his every foe. 

I have heard him ; I have met him. 

He is a fat, good-humored, common-place 
chap with big feet and big hands. 

He is almost invariably a crack boxer, and 
woe betide the man who tackles him single- 
handed and without gloves. 

It has been said that in a good old-time fight 
he has been known to wear specially light run- 
ning shoes to enable him to leave the field 
bright and early, but this a false calumny and 
deserves to be severely ruled out as such. 

He sticks at nothing—the smile that would 
dry up a Toronto street after a rain, the most 
frigid, sarcastic remarks, alike, have no effect 
on his metal skull. He is generally impervious 
to the entrance of anything in that region ex- 
cept grub, of which he can almost eat you out 
of house and home. 

He is not only a gasbag, but a determined 
and desperate exaggerator. 





| recognize it. 


| for an answer. 


No story is permitted to pass him without 


| such a mauling that its own father would not 


I have known him—but never 
mind—-instances are too numerous to mention. 

A March day will always play second violin 
to him for bluster. 

What is he good for? to walk on your toes, 
borrow money and forget to pay it back. 

Here I may add that he is usually careless, 
with that utter reckless disregard for another’s 
that makes detectives of his acquaintances. 

He talks as loud as his watch-chain and 
affects an authoritative tone, which is supposed 
to quell all doubts and dispel all fears. His 
creed is—I, me and mine, first—you and yours, 
nowhere. 

The nervous look up to him, the timid are 
afraid of him, but we who know him better 
size him up and grade him with the scarecrow. 

When did you know the time that he refused 
to dine at your expense, although he may just 
have finished a hearty dinner? I never knew 


| that time and my experience is varied. 


He is, too, not infrequently vain, and angles 


| in this style: ‘‘When did you ever see an 


uglier-lookin’ individual than myself?” ‘I be- 
lieve my ears were meant for door-mats,” etc., 


| ete.; and you must reply, for he presses you 


Should you lie and tell him 
you have seen uglier fellows, he is immedi- 
ately your friend—you can’t shake him off, and 
shortly afterwards you are out a fiver. From 
stern experience I never lie to him, but tell 


| him the plain unwhitewashed truth. 


It has been asserted that he thinks, but it is 
not that deep thought which the novelists 
write about, but simply inch deep. 

His familiarity, too, is oppressive. The man 
whom yesterday he did not know and then 
scarcely heard his name, to-day he smites 
heartily on the back, remarking : 

‘*Hello, Tom, put it there.” Tom may feel 
tired, but there is no use in showing his weari- 
ness. 

But with all his faults the gas-bag teaches us 
a lesson and that is, the less we have to do 
with him the better. DoMINICK. 








A Healthful Exercise. 

Boston young lady (to hardware dealer)—My 
physician has advised me to take up fencing for 
exercise. Mr. Sharpedge, have you any er—— 

Dealer—Post hole augers? Yes,step this way 
please. 
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TheSpy of theSecret Three 


A VENETI 


AN TALE. 





CHAPTER II.—ConTINveED. 


lonzo sat for some moments without speak- 
ue At length he arose and laid his hand _— 
the old man’s arm. His lips were tle e y 
closed, and his face wore a stern and deter- 
mined look. 
** Bernardo, 
**T donot.” 
“You can give me no clew 


abouts?” si 
** Not the least. 


do you know where Zenella is?” 
to her where- 


pa -ou know if she is in Venice?” 

- pe know even that, my lord. Your 
father wa~ very secret in the disposal of the 
maiden, and took none of his servants into his 


once.” ; 7 : 
eT nen cried the prince. smiting his hands 


‘*be it mine to find her! Come con- 
n-ne banishment—come whatever 
may betide—I will seek for my lost love till I 
find her ; and when I have found her I will give 
her my hand if she will accept it. My heart has 

all her own for years. : 
bere old servant eee and laid his hand 
his master’s shoulder. 
“Sr Dear boy—Alonzo—my lord—O! let me 
entreat you—let me beseech you-—do not give 
yourself up to this wild freak. You know 
t what you do. 4 
mee But I do know.” interrupted the prince. 
‘“‘Nay, my lord,” continued the steward, 
** you cannot truthfully say that: Upon such 
a matter knowledge cannot come _ without 
consideration, and you have not considered at 


- k you, Bernardo,” cried the young noble, 
eenuannneir. ** You say that Zenella’s parents 
were banished ?” 

* Aye, my master; ban 
believe.” . 

* And their property confiscate ? 

“ee y » 

of And if I wed with this maiden I may suffer 
the same penalty ?” 

Ss. 


“56 


ished in dishonor, I 


a 


** And what more?” 

“Is not that enough?” 

“Not enough to hold me back from my pur- 
pose. I have considered it all,and am resolved, 
* But good my lord, have you considered the | 
dishonor? Have you considered that the name 
of Verona will be blotted out forever from the | 

; 2n Book ?” 
oer paeees and still Iam resolved, Let | 
the ten ao their worst, and let the Secret Three 
set their hounds upon my track as they please, 
1 am not afraid. 1 have no great love for 
Venice, since I must sell my heart in order to 
gain its good will. Let them take my ancestral 
estates, if they will, 1 have property which they 
cannot touch, and the Duke of Milan will wel- 
come me witlropen arms. Say no more. I go 

search for Zenella. ’ 
aeons my master,” groaned the steward 
with deep concern. “I still must say, you 
know not what youdo. Your father had his 
sons 
ms For not wishing confiscation to come upon 
his estates,” broke in the prince, 

“More than that, I am sure,” pursued Ber- 
nardo. “If you persist in your headstrong 
purpose, I fear a great calamity will befall 
ye Bah ! you are croaking, my good old friend. 
Fear not for me ; nor need you fear for yourself. 
When I leave Venice you shall go with me, if 

will.” 

Reeds did not stop to hear the old man’s 
reply. He repaired to his chamber, where he 
dressed himself with scrupulous care, and hav- 
ing summoned his valet, he descended to the 
canal, and called a gondola, which landed him 
at tne Piazetta, whence he made his way to 
the Grand Piazza, where he met quite a num- 
ber of his old friends; and among them was one 
who had been his playmate and school-fellow, 
and whom he had loved as a_ brother—the 
Count Adrian Gonsalvo. 

** Ah!—Alonzo—my Prince—dear boy !—your 
hand! I saw you last evening, as you came 
up the Grand Canal.” ; : 

‘*My dear Count, this is a pleasure, indeed. 
I think I find the same true heart I left beating 
in your bosom five years ago.” 

“a heart, Alonzo, that will never turn its 
love away from you,” replied Gonsalvo, warmly 
and impulsively. 

The Count Adrian Gonsalvo was a year, or 
so, older than the prince; a bold and bandsome 
man, and a representative of one of the oldest 
patrician families in Venice. _ i 

“Upon my word, Count,” said De Verona, 
when they bad walked apart, and had stopped 
by the pillar upon the towering capital of which 
rested the brazen Lion of St Mark, “ you have 
grown into solemn manhood since [ left.” 

The count gave aslight start, and looked into 
his companion’s face. a 

‘Solemn, Alonzo? You are jesting. You 
must be gazing through a pair of solemn eyes.” 

“Pardon me, Adrian. And yet I did not 
jest. I fancied 1 saw lines and shadows of care 
upon your kind face.” 

** Aye,” cried the count, with a light laugh, 
“and I fancied the same of you. Why! it can- 
not be that we are growing old. You have no 
care upon your mind? Ah—I forgot your 
father. Pardon me, my Prince.” 

Alonzo glanced about him to see that no 
eavesdroppers were near, and then said : 

**T need belp, and I must be careful whom I 
take into my confidence.” 

** You are right,” said the count, with a seri- 
ous look. ‘*‘ Beware how you give your secrets 
to the wind in Venice. But you know you 
may depend upon me. Ah, my dear friend, I 
have cause to— But proceed. Let me know 
your wishes.” 

And thereupon Alonzo told his companion 
the story of Zenella, as it had transpired in his 
interview with his old steward. 

** All my hopes of happiness in the time to 
come depend upon my tinding her,’ he said, in 
conclusion ; *‘ and to that end I need the assist- 
ance of some one who can make inquiries with- 
out exciting suspicion.” 

The count listened attentively, and with | 
deepest interest ; and when Alonzo had con- 
cluded there was a cloud upon his brow, and he 
shook his head with solemn meaning, 

** My dear Prince, you have not seen Zenella | 
for five years?” 

** Five years, Adrian.” 

**And she was very young when you left 
her.” 

**She was fourteen ; but even then blooming 
into the richness and beauty of maidenly | 
grandeur. She was a remarkable girl—far in 
advance of her years in knowledge, in grace, 
and in understanding. Do you not remember 
her?” 

** Yes—I remember her,” replied Gonsalvo, 
with his head bowed, “I remember that she | 
was beautiful as the first blush of a summer’s | 
morning, and as mild in her celestial radiance | 
as the halo that caps the horizon of evening. I 
never knew but one other so beautiful as she.” 

** And that other——” 

** You never saw her, Alonzo.” 

The count struggled a moment with a pass- 
ing emotion, and then proceeded : 

**My dear, friend- my brother, may I offer | 
one word of counsel ?” 

‘*Otfer what you please, Adrian.” 

‘““Then listen.—for be sure I speak as one | 
who knows: Your father acted as seemed to | 
him best ; and you cannot doubt that he acted | 
in love for you. If you are wise, you wili give | 
over this scheme. Forget the girl, and——” 

**Hold!” cried the prince, grasping his com- | 

nion by the arm. And then he added, in 
oe of heart-born earnestness and decision : 
**T have counted the cost—confiscation, ban- 
ishment. my family name stricken from the 
Golden oad have counted all, and am yet 
resolved. Another word of dissuasion, and I 
seek elsewhere for aid.” j 








| nowned forge of Damascus. 


| venerable form in the other years, 


| conversation with the old Jew. 


The ——_ forth his hand and gave it to 
his friend. is look was serious, and even sad, 
but his speech was frank and brotherly. 

**Enough, Alonzo. I will urge you no more. 
I know what it is to love. Command me, and 
I will obey, even to the risk of my life.” 

om will help me to find my Zenella?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then may God bless and guide you. Ah! 
here comesa stranger. I think 1 saw him with 
you upon the landing.” 

** Yes, the Marquis de St. Moray—a French. 
man, and a good fellow. 1 will introduce you.” 


CHAPTER III. 
THE INQUISITOR AND THE SP¥, 


For several days Alonzo of Verona moved 
abroad but little. Beppo, who had been intrust- 
ed with the secrets of his master, was out, day 
and night, searching for some clew to the miss- 
ing maiden ; but as yet he had found none. The 
Count Gonsalvo had also made search with a 
like fruitless result. 

** Do not be discouraged yet, my dear Prince,’ 
said the count, as the two sat, one evening, in 
the library of the Verona Palace. “If Zenella 
is in Venice, we will find her. But you must 
not bury yourself here. If you would escape 
suspicion, mingle with your fellows, and put 
on a free and careless look. Have you visited 
the Casino yet ?” 





’ 


a 


“Then let us go there this evening. I have 
tickets. Come—the play and the music may 
cheer you.” 

‘**T do not play, Count.” 

‘*But you can see others play. I do not my- 
self court the fickle goddess, though I some- 
times throw down a few sequins for appear- 
ance sake, Will you not go?” 

‘* Yes—anything to please you, Adrian.” 

“You have masks?’ 

** A score of them.” 

‘** Then let us equip ourselves and go.” 

The prince urose and opened a door of a large 
oaken cabinet, and took therefrom a number of 
silken masks, He selected for himself a black 
one, and the count took the same color. 
Shortly afterwards they buckled on their 
swords and descended to the canal, where the 
count’s own gondola was in waiting. 

‘*Have you a good sword?” asked Gonsalvo, 
after they bad taken their seats. 

‘“‘As good as ever came from the most re- 
But why do you 
ask that! You do not apprehend the need of 
such defence at the Casino?” 

**Not atall. A sword is simply a friend ata 
pinch ; and though we may have occasion for 
its service only once in a lifetime, yet when 
that one need shall come, we want the blade to 
be a trusty one.” 

‘**T can trust mine, Adrian.” 

‘** And if your hand has not lost its aforetime 
cunning, I think you can trust that also.” 

‘Tam not entirely out of practice.” 

From this the conversation tuok a general 
turn until they reached the marble steps of the 
Casino, about which were gathered a large 
number of gondolas; but our friends had no 
difficuit’ in effecting a landing, and at the 
principal entrance they delivered their tickets 
and received small checks in their stead, which 
they were obliged to give to the door-keeper of 
the great hall. The main hall of the Casino 


was vast in extent, and gorgeous in its decor- | 
The walls were draped with hangings | 


ations, 
of embroidered silk and velvet, the high arched 
roof was supported by marble pillars of rare 
quality and exquisite polish, while the light 


from hundreds of silver lamps cast a fairy-like | 


glow through the place. The tables of the 
bankers were set near to the walls, and upon 
their green covers were exposed large piles of 
gold and silver, besides unopened bags of coin 
vearing the broad seal of the State Treasurer. 
The players were mostly masked, though the 
old frequenters of the place were well known 
to each other, despite their disguises. In a 
gallery was stationed a band of music, which, 
from time to time, enlivened the scene with 
melodious strains. 

The prince had not been long in the hall when 
he noticed a black mask, behind which gleamed 
a pair of eyes whose light was intense and evil. 
It was not a warm, frank light, nor yet a pierc- 
ing one, but a cold, glittering lustre, like the 
sparkle of the eyes of a snake, or a basilisk. 
The wearer of the mask was rather above the 
medium height, with a slight stoop in the 
shoulders, and wore a black cloak, the ample 
folds of which descended to his feet. The 
prince noticed this man, not only because of his 


peculiar look, but because those glittering eyes 


had been keenly resting upon himself, 

**Count, whois that man of the black mask 
and long cloak?” he asked of his companion, 

** Where?” 

** He has just stopped at the table in the cor- 
ner. He has been watching me.” 

“That is nothing to wonder at,” said the 
count, tightly. ‘* Your garb, as well as your 
general appearance, betokens you a stranger 
here. If you had wished to avoid observation 
you should have left off that richly embroidered 
tunic, and exchanged your jeweled baldric for 
a common sword belt.” 

** But,” pursued Alonzo, ‘‘others have eyed 


me sharply, and I have not given them a/| 


thought; but this man’s glance is evil. Do 
you not know him?” 

‘** He is evidently in deep disguise,” returned 
Adrian, ‘“‘though I certainly have seen those 
shoulders before. Ah! he has stopped at the 
bank of the Jew, Ben-hadad.” 

** Will he play, think you?” 

“ Ben-hadad’s is not a bank for play. He 
sits here to exchange money, and to advance 
gold on good securities. His is a lucrative 
business,” 

** 3en-hadad?” mused the prince. ‘‘ My father 
used to have business with him, Is he not the 
Jew who lives in the old house upon the square 
of the Ghetto, near to the church of Saint 
Jeremiah ¢” 

‘* The same, Prince.” 

‘*] remember him well. His beard has grown 
somewhat more silvery, though I should say he 
wears the selfsame gabardine that draped his 
I look upon 
him as an old friend, for I know he was a friend 
to my father. I must call upon him.” 

‘**Not at his house, Prince.” 

** Why not?” 

‘* Because,” returned Gonsalvo, with a light 
laugh, ‘*‘ there might be danger. It is whis- 
pered that he has a daughter as beautiful asa 
seraph ; and her voice, when she sings, is like 
the tuneful melody of the angels. en who 
have seen her call her The Pear! of the Ghetto, 


| If you would retain the image of Zenella in 


our heart, venture not into the presence of 
Te hades fair daughter.” 
Alonzo laughed lightly in turn as he replied : 
*Your counsel is wasted upon me, dear 
Count. Not all the beauty of all the fabled 
houries of paradise combined could entice me 
from love of Zenella. But if this Jewess be as 


| fair and beautiful as you say, it cannot be that 


ner father exposes her to the gaze of his 


| visitors.” 


‘True, Alonzo. She is only seen by accident ; 
and I doubt if the old money-lender would suffer 
such as you to come in her way.” 

**Such as me, Count?” 

““Pshaw! Do you not comprehend? Doesa 
man drop sparks upon tinder if he would not 
have a fire? But see, the black mask is in close 
Wait you here 
while I goand see if I can discover who he is.” 

While the count was gone Alonzo de Verona 
was left to his own reflections. The games of 
the players at the surrounding tables had no 
interest for him. He thought first of the young 
Jewess of whom his friend had spoken. He 
knew that Gonsalvo was not an enthusiast, 
nor yet a seeker after female socicty. In his 


; you have seen then ?” 


| most cruel durance to another.” 


| posed to Gonsalvo that they should retire ; ind 


} upon the canal, 


| count had gone. 


| stained windows of the crowdec 





social habits he was religiously moral, and held 
pure virtue in high esteem. Hence his praise 
ot the Jewess had weight. What could this 
Pearl of the Ghetto be like? Could she be as 
beautiful as was his own Zenella? 

“Pshaw! What is the daughter of Ben- 
hadad to me?” 

So said the prince to himself, and then he 
thought of Gonsalvo. 

* Adrian is only a year older than I, and yet 
he wears, at times, the sedateness of age and 
the solemnity of long and harrowing experi- 
ence. At one time he is gay and frank, and at 
another thoughtful even to gloominess, And 
he gives me counsel as though he were my 
ancient. Verily, my friend isa puzzle to me.” 

The prince was thus soliloquizing ,;when he 
felt a hand upon his shoulder, and when he 
looked up he beheld the mask of his com- 
panion. ae 

** Ah, Count, you have been expeditious.” 

‘Yes, Alonzo; I had need to hear the tones 
of that man's voice but once in order to look 
beneath the mask he wears.” 

‘* You are serious, Adrian. Whois he?” 

“Come this way.” And the count drew the 
prince beneath the musician’s gallery. 

** Alonzo, that man is Rinaldi, one of the 


Secret Three!” 
The prince shuddered as shudders one who 


has trodden upon an asp. 

“Do the State Inquisitors frequent the 
Casino?” he asked. : 

‘There is no place in Venice where they may 
not at times be found,” returned the count ; 
‘and no man can tell how many of their spies 
may be at this very moment in the hall. Ha! 
whom have we here?” 

This exclamation was called forth by the ap- 
pearance of a new-comer at the door, who wore 
a full mask of black crape, and whose ample 
cloak of coarse cloth was as sombre as was his 
mask. He was of medium height, with broad, 
sloping shoulders, and his eyes gleamed like 
the eyes ofacat. And his tread, too, was like 
acat’s. He moved with a creeping, noiseless 
step ; his head bent slightly forward, as though 
the instinct were ever present with him to hide 
his face, while his quick, keen glances were 
shot out upon either side, catching a view of 
everything he passed. The prince drew back 
as the strange mask approached, but not until 
he had felt the gleaming of those cat-like eyes 
flash upon him. 

**Demonio!” he gasped, after the sombre 
mask had gone on, “‘ I think I have seen those 
eyes once before.” 

* Aye,” responded the count, who had been 
watching the new comer, “there are no other 
eyes Jike them in Venice, nor is there another 
step like that. Can you call to mind where 


‘* Yes,” said Alonzo, ‘*‘ Unless I am greatly 
mistaken, those same eyes peered at me from 
the landing of Saint Michael, on the occasion 
of my arrival in Venice.” 

‘*You are right, Prince. The man came upon 
the landing while we stood there. He is a spy 
of the Secret Three, and his name, Dagolfo.” 

‘*Bernardo has told me of him. It was he 
who worried aud frettea my father by his per- 
sistent espionage. Who is he? Can you tell 
me?” 

‘*It is whispered,” replied the count, ‘‘that he 
was for years a bold and reckless outlaw. his 
soul burdened with crime, and his bands stained 
with blood ; and the Inquisition employed him 
because he suited their purpose. Beware of 
him, Alonzo, for, be sure, if his eyes are once 
tixed upon you, your name is doomed to the 
Lion's Mouth.” * 

**Do you think the Three can know of Zen- 
ella?” queried the prince, with a shudder. 

“They know all that they wish to know,” 
returned Gonsalvo, moodily. 
concealed from them must be buried from the | 
knowledge of your nearest and dearest friends. 
And, moreover, your father was probably 
caused to suffer on the girl’s account. 

**My course is plain, said De Verona, decis- 
ively. ‘‘I will find Zenella, and then leave 
Venice forever.” 

“God grant you may succeed!” responded | 


“A secret to be | | 





the count, fervently. “But see! The spy has 
found his master. Be sure there’s som:thing | 
in the wind.” 

He of the crape mask and the cat-like step 
had touched Rinaidi upon the shoulders, and | 
drawn him aside. The spy spoke but a few | 
words, after which he left the hall as noise- | 


at the entrance to the little Square of St. Peter, 
towards which the men had turned with their 
captive. 

“What ho!” cried the prince, hastening for- 
ward and cutting off the entrance to the square. 
** What unseemly work is this?” he demanded, 
replacing the mask which he had removed upon 
leaving the Casino. 

The man who held his hand upon the female’s 
mouth was startled from his guard, and the gag 
was removed. 

‘“*Help! ont * the struggling victim im- 
plored, in agonized tones. ‘In the name of a 
merciful God, save me from these men!” 

Close by the spot, in a small arch of the 
passage, was a shrine of St. Peter, before 
Which burned a brazen lamp, and by the light 
of this our hero could distinguish that the 
female was young, and that her captors wore 
black masks, 

“Villains!” he exclaimed, ‘‘unhand the 
lady, or give me good and sufficient reason for 
detaining her.” 

‘* Beware, Signor, how you meddle with that 
which does not concern you! Your mask does 
not hide you.” 

The man who thus spoke was he who had 


‘held the girl's lips, and there was a gleaming 


through the openings of his crape mask like 
the phosphorescent gleaming of the eyes of a 
cat. The prince was for the moment startled 
for he recognized Dagolfo, the Spy of the 
Three. And in the tall, stooping figure of the 
other mask he had no difficulty in recognizing 
Rinaldi. 

Another man would have shrank back upon 
finding himself in that dread presence ; but 
Alonz» of Verona had been five years absent 
from Venice, and the terrors of the Secret In- 
quisition had not been presént with him. The 
instinct of his nature was to relieve distress 
wherever he found it ; andthe call for help from 
a female was one which his knightly vows en- 
joined upon him to heed. 

“If you know me,” he said, “ you should 
know that I am one who fears no man who 
opposes me with evilin his heart. If the lady 
would have my aid, it is hers.” 

‘* Poor fool!” sneered the SPY, **do you know 
er you are in the presence of a State Inquisi- 
tor?’ 

** Are you of the Inquisition?” 

‘*T am one of its officers.” 

‘*And I,” spoke he of the stooping shoulders, 
“am one of the Secret Three. Alonzo de 
Verona, beware!” 

** Alonzo !— De Verona!” repeated the girl, in 
startled accents, 

** What voice is that?” cried the prince, tak- 
ing astep forward. ‘ Lady,in Heaven’s name, 
who art thou?” 

With asudden movement the spy thrust the 
girl back towards his companion, saying, as he 
did so: 

** Here, my lord—take the maiden and move 
on. I will attend to this hot-beaded youth.” 

As the Inquisitor seized the girl and drew her 
back, she eagerly implored : 

“Alonzo! Alonzo! Save yourself! Run 
not intothe Lion’s Mouth! You cannot help 
me now!” 

“That voice again!” gasped the prince. “ B 
Saint Ma:k! not all the Inquisitors on earth 
can stay me from the work of succor!” 

De Verona sprang forward ; but the spy, who 
had drawn asword from beneath his dark rove, 
interposed and bore him back. 


(To be Continued.) 
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lessly as he had entered; and within a very | @® 


short time the State Inquisitor followed. 
‘*“We can brea.he more freely now,” said the | 
prince, with a motion as though he would | 
shake off the gloom that oppressed him. 
** Aye,” adaea the count, with a dubious | 
shrug; ‘‘ but what is freedom to us may be 


| {ite 
‘Bah! let us forget the Secret Three and | | 


their spy, and think of less gloomsome things. | 
Ah! here comes our French marquis.” 

And in a few moments more Jean de St. 
Moray joined the pair, and gave the conversa- 
tion a pleasant turn, 

It was near midnight when the prince pro- 


as the latter had no desire to remain longer, 
they bade the marquis good-night, and left the 
hal), At the landing-steps the count found 
his gondola, and the two friends were soon 
“Your home, I think, is in 
this direction,” remarked the prince, as they 
came near the Canal of St. Jeremiah. 

“Yes,” returned the count. ‘‘My house is 
near the confines of the Ghetto.” 

‘* Then you had better land, and leave me to 
goon. There is no need that you should go 
sO far out of your way simply to keep me com- 
pany. 

Gonsalvo accepted the proposition without 
objection, and shortly afterwards he was landed 
very near the old church, where he bade his 
companion an affectionate good-night, with a 
God’s blessing. 

‘** Shall I pull on through the Ghetto, Signor, 
or turn back?” asked the gondolier, after the 


** Which is the nearest?” 

“It is nearest to turn back; but we shall 
have aclearer way to the Grand Canal if we 
keep on.” 

“Then keep on.” 

The Ghettv, or Jews’ Quarter, of Venice, en- 
tirely separate by distinct lines of partition 
from the Christian portion of the city, was a 
dark and gioonisome place, the houses dingy 
and meanly built, and the canals narrow; and 
as the only lamps that gave light in the public 
passes by night were such as were set in the 
shrines of Christian saints, the Ghetto de- 
pended for the illumination of its canals and 
alleys open the rays of the poor candles that 
might by chance be strugg ing through the 

dwellings. 

The gondola had proceeded but a short dis- 
tance, when a sound, like the cry of a female in 
distress, broke upon the prince's ear. 

“Hold up! Hark! Did you hear that cry?” 

‘“*T hear it now, Signor,” replied the gondolier. 

“It is ahead?” 

“Yes; at the next landing, I should judge.” 

“Then pull on smartly. By Saint Mark! 
there's evil afoot, or I mistake the temper of 
that voice.” 

The gondolier plied his oar with energy, and 
in a short time the landing was reached. The 
stars were shining clearly, and by their dim 
light the prince could see that two men had 
just landed from a emall gondola, and that be- 
tween them thev bore a female form ; and upon 
closer observation he discovered that one of 
the men held his hand over the female’s mouth. 

Alonzo of Verona was not the man to hesi- 
tate when there was need of helpto suffering 
woman. He would know, at least, why the 
ruffians detained their victim, and if she was 
worthy of assistance he would render it, let the 
cost be what it might. As soon as the prow of 
his gondola touched the Janding he leaped on 
shore, and sprang up the steps. The place was 








* Upon the outer wall of the office of the State Inquisition 
was fixed the head of a lion in brass, the open mouth of 
which communicated with a secret box within. Into this 
Lion's Mouth the spies of the Three di their notes of 
accusation and information. And, further, any citizen 
might thus accuse a neighbor or an enemy without being 
personally known 





Mother (to Bobby, who has just completed 
his prayers)\—Why Bobby, you forgot to pray 
for papa. 

Bobb —Why, so I did, and he needs it so 
much, doesn’t he, ma? 


- 


He Resigned. 


Col. Will Visscher, the humorous poet of St. 
Joseph, Mo., was appointed mail agent on a 
Western road some years ago, but had hardly 
entered on his duties when a money package 
was stolen from his car, and he had some difti- 
culty in satisfying the department that it 
was not his tault. A few days later his 
train left the track and he sustained a broken 
ankle. He then sent in his resignation, with 
the words: ‘‘I am tired of holding a position 
where I have one foot in the penitentiary and 
the other in the grave.” 








Is This Fiction? 


First Young Lady (who has boarded the 
train)— Where are you going, Mary ? 

Second ditto—Why, in here, to be sure; 
don't you see there’s lots of empty seats? 

‘Why, what a ninny you are. Come, let's 
gointhis othercar. Don’t you see it is chock 
full, aud it will be so nice to made a couple of 
gentlemen give up their seats.” 





Souvenirs of a Murderer. 





The personal effects of Marie Regnault, the 
murdered mistress of Pranzini, have just been 
sold at public auction at the Hotel Drouot. 
There was a terrible crowd, includipg many 
ladies of fashion and aristocratic rank. All the 
effects of the dead woman were acid, including 
her clothing, and almost fubulous prices were 
paid. For example, a pair of blue silk corsets 

ronght $37. A trashy novel which she was 
reading just before she was killed brought $25; 
the publisher's price of it is 75 cents. The blue 
silk stockings which she had on when she was 
killed were purchased by a Russian countess 
for $43. A basin in which Pranzini was 
said to have washed the blood from his 
hands after the murder brought $15. A 
chiffonier, on which are to be seen the 
marks of his bloody fingers, brought $85. A 
heavy coat of waterproof transparent varnish 
has been put over the finger marks to prevent 
them from being obliterated. A pair of com- 
mon silk garters brought $5 each. One lady, a 
rich banker's wife, paid $32 for a pink silk 
undervest, see worn, and at once 
stripped off the half duzen buttons and sold 
them for $2 apiece. A tooth-brush brought $4 
and a shoe buttoner $3, though neither cost 
over fifty cents new. A wife of a deputy wears 
a brooch containing a tiny gallows-noose made 
of Pranzini’s hair, and another lady, a duchess, 
has set in a ring one of the nandsome teeth for 
which the murderer was famous. She bribed 
the executioner to knock it out of his jaw for 
her as soon as he was dead, As is well known 
the corpse of Pranzini was completely skinned 
and the .anned hide made up into pocket books, 
card-cases and other souvenirs, which are 
highly prized. 











DANCING 


Those wishing to be taught properly and quick) 
register at , —— 


Prof. Thomas’ Academy, 77 Peter Street 


Finest class-roem and floor in Teronto. Reception 
Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s dressing rooms in connection, = 

New classes are continuall, oat. For particulars 
wn PROF. THOMAS, Princi, 

\or8—New and original dances will be introduced,’ 


JUST OPENED 


A NEW SHOE STORE 


At 88 Queen St. West 


WHERE 


J. W. McCcADAM 


Is selling goods very close, for instance a Ladies, 
Prunella Boot for 26c., Ladies’ Svlid Leather Slips’ 


265c. 
~ J, W. McADAM, 88 Queen St. West 


LATE OF COR. TERAULEY. 





ee. 


SPRING 1888 
FRENCH MILLINERY EMPORIUM 


63 KING STREET WEST 


(Opp. Mail effice, first floor). We will be prepared after thy 
19th inst. to show our Spring importations in Millinary 
Novelties, Pattern Hats, Bonnets, etc. 

MRS, A. BLACK, Mgr., (formerly of No. 1 Rossin Block), 
a ates 


GEORGE A. CASE 


é REAL ESTATE BROKER. 
25 Adelaide street East - Toronto, 


Money to Loan. 


SEND FOR P.C. ALLAN’S 


Complete Illustrated Catalogue of Lawn Tennis, Basebald 
Football, Cricket, Croquet and all other Outdoor Games, 


P, ¢. ALLAN’S, 85 King St. West 


- PATENTS. 
REYNOLDS & KELLOND 


Solicitors and Experts 


24 King Street East, Toronto, 156 St. James Street, 
Montreal, Pacific Building, Washington, D. C. 


Agencies in all Foreign Capitals. Trade Marks, Designe 
and Copyrights Registered. 


HATS BLOCKED WHILE YOU WAIT 


WHITE HATS CLEANED. BIND‘NG TO MATCH. 
Shapes altered to fashion. 


SMITH, HATTER 


122 YONGE STREET 


RITCHIE, BARRETT & 60, 
REAL ESTATE BROKERS 


15 YONGE STREET ARCADE 


Several mansions and handsome residence properties for 
sale. Those desiring to make a home in Toronto should 
communicate with us. Telephone 1352. 


F.. H. SEFTON 
DENTIST 


172 Yonge Street, next door to R, Simpson’s 
Dry Goods Store 


OFFICE HOURS—8 A.M. TO 9 P.M 


New Spring Styles 


FINE FURNITURE 
G. W. TICKELL & C0. 


Respectfully call attention to their 


New Designs for the Spring Trade 
and are showing only fashionable and reliable goods. The 


UPHOLSTERED GOODS 


department will be found especially attractive, as we are 

paying particular attention to the manufacture of this clas 

of furniture. The stock consists of the latest pattern 

frames and the finest — coverings in the newest 
shades, 


Mahogany, Oak and Walnut Suites 


for the bedroom, dining-room and Pall. Will be pleased te 
show visitors through our 


NEW ESTABLISHMENT 
G. W. TICKELL & CO. 


108 and 110 KING ST. WEST 
NEARLY OPPOSIT® ROSSIN HOUSE, FEW DOORS BAST. 


Grand Moving Sal 


STRATHERN 


is moving to his new store, 203 Yonge Street, and for the 
next few days will have a grand clearing sale of 








Stoves, Baby Carriages and 
Housefurnishing Goods 


Come early and secure some of the great bargains. 


J. WM STRATHERN & C0. 


179 YONGE STREET 


TORONTO 
Steam Laundry 


106 YORK STREET 


LATE 


54 WELLINGTON STREET WEST 
Has removed to their new premise’; 
erected specially for the Laundry 
business, 106 York Street, a few 
doors north of King Street. 


G. P. SHARPE. 
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VAGABONDIA: 


A Love Story. 


BY FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT, 


Author of “A Fair Barbariay,” ‘The Tide of the Moanwng Bar,” “ Kathleen,” “Little Lord Fauntleroy,” ete. 





CHAPTER XII.—ContTINUVED. 


Even in the midst of her distress, Dolly 
found time to feel grateful to him beyond 
measure, and to admire his forethought. He 
never seemed to hesitate for a moment. He 
had evidently decided upon his course before- 
hand, and there was no delay. Reaching the 
atation, he assisted Dolly to descend from the 
cab, and led her at once to a seat where she 
could command a view of all who made their 
appearance upon the platform, ‘hen he left 
her and went to make inquiries from the 
officials. He was not absent long. In a few 
minutes he returned with the necessary infor- 
mation. The train was not due for twenty 
minutes, and-as yet no _ and gentleman 
ausweriug to his description had been seen by 
any one in the place. 

He came to Dolly and took a seat by her, 
sooking down at her upturned face pityingly, 
but reassuringly. 

‘* We are safe yet,” he said. ‘They have not 
arrived, and they can have taken passage in no 
othertrain. We will watch this train leave the 
station, and then we will drive at fuil speed to 
the hotel Chandos is in the habit of visiting 
when he makes a flying journey. I know the 

lace well enough.” ; 

The next half hour was an anxious one to 
both, ‘The train was behind time, and conse- 
quently they were compelled to wait longer 
than they had expected. A great many people 
crowded into the station and took tickets for 
yarious points—working men and their wives, 
old women with bundles, and young ones with- 
out, comfortable people who traveled first-class 
and seemed satisfied with themselves, shabbily- 
attired little dressmakers and milliners with 
bandboxes, a party of tourists and a few nice 
girls; in fact, the usual samples of the usual peo- 
ple hurrying or taking it easy, losing their tem- 
per or preserving it ; but there was no Mollie. 
The last moment arrived, the guards closed the 
carriage doors with the customary bang, and 
the customary cry of All right; there were a 
few puffs and a whistle, and then the train 
moved slowly out of the station. Mollie was 
not on her way to Brussels yet, that was a fact 
to be depended upon. / D 

Dolly rose from her seat with a sigh which 
was half relief. 

“Now for trying the hotel,” said Gowan. 
“Take my arm and summon up your spirits. | 
In less than a quarter of an hour, I[ think I 
may say, we shall have found our runaway, | 
and we shall have to do our best to reduce 
her romantic escapade to a commonplace level. 
We may even carry her back to Bloomsbury 
Place before they have had time to _be- 
Thank Heaven, we 
were so fortunate as to discover all before it 
was too late!” 

Bloomsbury Place! A sudden pang shot | 
through Dolly’s heart. She recollected then for 
the tirst time that at Bloomsbury Place Griffith 
was waiting for her, and that it might be a 
couple of hours before she could see him and | 
She got into the cab and leaned back 
in one corner with the anxious tears forcing 
It seemed as if fate 





themselves into her eyes. 
itself was against her, 

‘‘ What will he think?” she exclaimed, un- 
consciously. ‘Oh, what will he think!” 

Then, seeing that Gowan had heard her, she | 
looked at him piteously. 

‘**{ did not mean to speak aloud,” she said. 
“T had forgotten in my trouble that Grif wili 
be waiting for me all this time. He has gone 
to the house to meet me, and—I am not there.” 

Perhaps he felt aslight pang,too. For some 
time he had been slowly awakening to the fact 
that this otherwise unfortunate Grif was all in | 
all to her, and shut out the rest of the world 
completely. He had no chance against him, 
ard no other man would have any. Still, even 
in the face of this knowledge, the evident 
— of her disappointment cut him a 
ittle. 

“You must not let that trouble you.” he 
said generously. ‘Donne will easily under- 
stand your absence when you tell him where 
you have been. In the meantime, I have a few 
suggestions to make before we reach the hotel.” 


lt was Mollie he was thinking of. He was 
wondrously tender of her in his man’s pity for 
her childish folly and simplicity. If possible, 
they must keep her secret to themselves. If 
she had left no explanation behind her, she 
must have given some reason for leaving the 
house, and if they found her at the hotel it | 
would not be a difficult matter to carry nos 
an 
thus she would be saved the embarrassment 
and comment her position would otherwise 
call down upon her. Griffith might be told in 
confidence, but the rest of them might be 
left to imagine that nothing remarkable had 
occurred, These were his suggestions, 


Dolly agreed to adopt them at once, it is 
hardly necessary to say. The idea that it 
would be possible to adopt them made the case 
look less formidable. She had been terribly 
troubled at first by the thought of the ex- 
citement the explanation of the escapade | 
would cause at Bloomsbury Place. Phil | 
would have been simply furious—not so much 
against Mollie as against Chandos. His good- 
natured indifference to circumstances would | 
not have been proof against the base betrayal of 
confidence involved in the affair. And then 
even in the after-time, when the worst was 
over and forgotten, tbe innumerable jokes and 
thoughtless sarcasms she would have had to 
encounter would have been Mollie’s severest | 
punishment. When the remembrance of her | 
past danger had faded out of the family mind, 
and the whimsical side of the matter presented 
itselt, they would have teased her, and Dolly 
felt that such a course would be far from safe. 
So she caught at Ralph Gowan’'s plan eagerly. 

Still she felt an excited thrill when the cab 
drew up before the door of the hotel. Suppose 
they should not find her? Suppose Chandos 
had taken precautions against their being 
followed ? 

But Gowan did not seem to share her mis- 
givings, though the expression upon his face 
was a decidedly disturbed one, as he descended 
from the vehicle. 

“You must remain seated until I come 
back,” he said. ‘I shall not be many minutes, 








{am sure. I am convinced they are here.” 
And then he closed the cab door and left her. 

She drew out her watch and sat looking at it 
to steady herself. Her mind was not ver 
as to how she intended to confront Mr. Gerald 
Chandos and convince Mollie. The convincing 
Mollie would not be difficult, she was almost 
Sure, but the confronting of Gerald Chandos 
was not a pleasant thing to think of. 

She was just turning over in her mind a 
Stirring, acaeaay speech, when the cab door 


clear 


opened again, and Gowan stood before her. He 
had not been absent five minutes. 
‘It is as I said it would be,” he said. ‘They 


are here—at least Mollie is here. Chandos has 
one out, and she is alone in the private parlor 
ie has engaged for her. They have evidently 
missed their train. They intended to leave by 
the first in the morning. I have man to 
give the impression that we are expected, and 
80 we shall be shown on to the scene at once 
without any trouble.” 

And so they were. A waiter met them at 
the entrance and led them upstairs without 
the plightest hesitation, 

It is not necessary to announce us,” said 
Gowan. And the man threw open the door of 
No. 2 with a bow. 

Ther crossed the threshold together without 
Speaking, and when the door closed behind 


them they actually turned and looked at each 


other with a simultaneous but half-smothered 
exclamation, 

It was a pretty room, this hotel parlor. A 
bright room, with a delicate, gay-hued carpet 
and thick white rugs, nu:nerous mirrors and 
upholstering of silver-gray and blue. There 
was a clear-burning fire in the highly-polished 
steel-grate, and one of the blue and silvery-gray 
sofas had been drawn up to it, and there, upon 
this sofa, lay Mollie with her hand upon ber 
cheek, sleeping like a baby. 

There is no denying that they were both 
touched to the heart by the mere sight 
of her. There was something in the per- 
fect = of her posture and expression that 
was oddly childish and restful. It was a diffi- 
cult matter to quite realize that she was sleep- 
ing on the brink of ruin and desolation. 
Something bright gathered on Dolly’s lashes 
one slipped down her cheek as she looked at 
her, 

‘* Thank God, we have found her!” she said. 
“« Just to think that she should be sleeping like 
that—as if she was at home. If she was two 
years old she mignt wear just such a look.” 

Gowan hardly liked to stand by as she went 
toward the sofa. ‘he girl's face, under the 
coquettish hat, seemed to soften and grow 
pe grec I her whole figure seemed to soften as 
she knelt down upon the carpet by the couch 
and laid her hand upon Mollie’s shoulder, speak 
ing to her gently. 

** Mollie,” she said, ‘‘ dear, waken.” 

Just that, and Mollie started up with a faint 
cry, dazzled by the light, and rubbing her eyes 
aud her soft, flushed cheeks, just as she had 
done the night Gowan surprised her asleep in 
the parlor. 

**Dolly,” she cried out, when she saw who 
was with her, ‘ Dolly,” in a half-frightened 
voice, ‘‘ why did you come here?” 

“*T came to take you home,” answered Dolly, 
tremulously, but firmly. ‘‘ Thank Ged! I am 
not eg0 late! Oh, Mollie, Mollie, how could 

ou 

Mollie sat up among her blue and gray cush- 
ions and stared at her tor a moment, as if she 
was not wide enough awake to realize what 
she meant. But the next instant she caught 
sight of Ralph Gowan, and that roused her 
fully, and she flushed scarlet. 

**{ don’t know what you mean,” she said. 
““T don't know what you mean by coming here 
in this way. And I don’t know what Mr. 
Gowan means by Sringing you—for I feel sure 
he has brought you. am not a baby, to be 
followed as it I could not take care of myself. 
I am going to be married to Mr. Gerald Chandos 
to-morrow, and we are going on the continent 
for our wedding tour.” 

She was in a high state of rebellion. It was 
Gowan’s presence she was_ resenting, not 
Doily’s. ‘To tell the truth, she was rather glad 
to see Dolly. She had begun to feel the lone- 
liness of her position, and it had half intimi 
dated her. But the sight of Gowan roused her 
spirit. What right had he to come and inter- 
fere with her, since he did not care for her, and 
thought she was nothing but achild? It made 
her feel like a child. She turned her back to 
him openly as she spoke to Dolly. 

‘*IT am going to be married in the morning,” 
she repeated; ‘‘and we are going to Brussels.” 

Then, in her indignation against Mr. Gerald 
Chandos, Dolly fired a little herself. 

‘* And has it never occurred to you,” she said, 
“that it is rather a humiliating thing this run- 
ning away, as if you knew you were doing 
something disgraceful? May Iask what reason 
Mr. Gerald Chandos gives for asking you to 
submit to such an insult, for it is an insult?” 

** He has very good reasons,” answered Mollie, 
beginning to falter all at once, as the matter 
was presented to her in this new and trying 
light. ‘* He has very good reasons—something 
about business and—and his family, and he 
does not intend to insult me. He is very fond 
of me and very proud of me, and he is going to 
try and make me very happy. He—he has 
bought me a beautiful trousseau——” And then 
seeing the two exchange indignant yet pitving 
glances, she broke oft suddenly and burst forth 
as if she was trying to hide in anger the subtle, 
mysterious fear which was beginning to veep 
upon her. ‘“‘How dare you to look at eac 
otherso?” she cried. ‘* How dare you look at 
me so! I have done nothing wrong. He 
says many other people. do the same 


| thing and—and I won't be looked at so. I shall 


not tell you another word.’ You—you look as 
if I was going to do something wicked and 
dreadful.” And she flung herself face down- 
ward upon the sofa cushions and broke intoa 
passionate, excited sob. 


Then Dolly could control herself no longer. 
She flashed out into quite a little storm of pity- 
ing love, and wrath and scorn against this cool, 
systematic scoundrel, who would have wrought 
such harm against such simple ignorance of 
the world. What had they not saved her from, 
poor, foolish child? She clenched her little, 
gloved hand and struck it against the sofa arm, 
the hot color flaming up on her cheeks and the 
fire lighting in her eyes, 

**Mollie!” she exclaimed, ‘that is what is true? 
You are going to do something that is dreadful 
to think of, though you do not think so because 
you do not know the truth, And we have 
come to tell the truth and save you. That man 


| is a villain—he is the worst of villains. He does 


not intend to narry you—he cannot marry you, 
and knowing ke cannot, he has been laying 
traps for months to drag you down into a hor- 
rible pit of shame. Yes, of the bitterest grief 


| and shame—poor, simple child as you are—for 


I must tell you the whole dreadful truth, 
though I would far rather hide it from you if I 
could, ‘There are some wicked, wicked men in 
the world, Mollie, and Gerald Chandos is one 
of the worst, for he has got a wife already.” 

It did not seem to be Mollie who sprang up 
from her cushions and confronted them with 
wide-opened eyes. Every bit of color had died 
out of her cheeks and lips, and she turned from 
one to the other with a wild appealing look. 

**Tt isn’t true,” she insisted, desperately, but 
her voice was broken, and she sobbed out her 
words in her fright. “It isn’t true! It isn’t 
true! You want to frighten me.” And all at 
once she ran to Ralph Gowan like a child 
and caught hold of his arm with her pretty, 
gnaktng ands. ‘*Mr. Gowan,” she said, * you 
know, don’t you? and © won’t—you won’t— 
Oh, where is Aimee? want Aimee! Aimee 
isn’t like the rest of you! She would have made 
me go home without being so cruel as this.” 
And the next minute she turned so white and 
staggered so, that Dolly ran to her, and Gowan 
was obliged to take her in his arms. 

** Tell her that what I have said is true,” said 
oene, crying. ‘*She will begin to understand 
then.” 

And so, while he held her, panting and sob- 
bing and clinging to him, Gowan told her all 
that he had learned. He was as brief as pos- 
sible and as tender as a woman. His heart so 
warmed toward the pretty, lovable, sion- 
ately-frightened creature, that his voice was 
far from steady as he told his anery. 

She did not rebel an instant longer, then. 
Her terror, under the shock, rende her only 
helpless and hysterical. She had so far lost 
control over herself that she would have be- 
lieved anything they had chosen to tell her. 

“Take me away, she cried, whitening and 
shivering, all her bright, pretty color gone, all 
her wilful petulance struck down at a blow. 
“Take me home to Aimee. I want to go away 
from here before he comes. I want to go home 
and die.” 

How they got her downstairs and into the car- 
riage, Dolly scarcely knows, It was enough that 
they got her there and knew she was safe. 


Upon the table in the room above they had left 
.& note directed to Mr. Gerald Chandos—Dolly 
had directed it and Dolly had written it. 

‘Is there pen and ink here?” she had asked 
Gowan, and when he had produced the articles, 
she had bent over the table and dashed a few 
lines off with an unsteady yet determined hand. 

“There!” she had said, when she closed the 
envelope, ‘‘ Mr. Chandos will go to Brussels, I 
think, and he will understand why he goes 
alone ; and, for my part, IL incline to the belief 
that he will not trouble us again.” 

And in five minutes more they were driving 
toward Bloomsbury Place. 

But now the first excitement was over, 
Dolly’s nerve began to fail her. Now Mollie 
was safe, she began to think of Griffith. It 
seemed a cruel trick of fortune’s to try his 
patience so sharply just at this very point. 
She Knew so well what effect his hours of wait- 
ing would have upon him. But it was useless 
to rebel now, so she must bear it as well as she 
could, and trust to the result of her explana- 
tion. Yet despite her hope, every minute of 
the long drive seemed an age. and she grew 
feverish and restless and wretched. What if 
he had not waited, and was not there to listen 
to what she had to say? Then there would be 
all the old trouble to face again—perhaps some- 
thing worse. 

“It is nine o’clock,” she said desperately, as 
they passed a lighted church tower. “It is 
nine o'clock.” And she leaned back in her cor- 
ner again, with her heart beating strongly. Her 
disappointment was so keen that she could 
have burst into a passion of tears. Her happy 
evening was gone, and her dream of simple 
pleasure had fled with its sacrificed hours. 
She could not help remembering this, and be- 
ing quite conquered by the thought, even 
though Mollie was safe. 

They had settled what to do beforehand. At 
the corner of the street Gowan was to leave 
them, and the two girls were to go in together, 
Mollie making her way at once to her room 
upon pretext of headache. A _ night's rest 
would restore her self-control, and by the next 
morning she would be calm enough to face the 
rest, and so her wild escapade would end with- 
out risk of comment if she was sufficiently dis- 
creet to keep her own counsel. At present she 
was too thoroughly upset and frightened even 
to feel humiliation. 

“Nearly half-past nine,” said Gowan, as he 
assisted them to descend to the pavement at 
their journey’s end. 

The light from an adjacent lamp showed him 
that the face under Dolly’s hat was a very pale 
and excited one, and her eyes were shining and 
aime with repressed tears as she gave him her 

and, 

**T cannot find words to thank you just yet,” 

she said, low and hurriedly. ‘‘I wish I could ; 
but—you know what you have helped me to 
save Mollie from to-night, and so you know 
what my gratitude must be. The next time I 
see you, perhaps, I shall be able to say what I 
wish, but now I can only say good-night, and— 
oh, God bless you!” And the little hand fairly 
wrung his. 
Mollie shook hands with him, trembling and 
almost reluctantly. She was pale, too, and her 
head drooped as if it wor!d never more regain 
the old trick of wilful, — carriage. 

‘** You have been very kind to take so much 
trouble,” she said, ‘‘ You were kinder than I 
deserved—both of tg 

‘* Now,” said Dolly, when he sprang into the 
cab, and they turned away together. ‘‘ Now 
for getting into the house as quietly as possible. 
No,’ trying to speak cheerily, and as if their 
position was no great matter, ‘‘ you mustn’t 
tremble, Mollie, and you mustn’t cry. It is all 
over now, and everything is so commonplace 
and easy to manage as can be. You have been 
out, and have got the headache, and are going 
to bed. Thatisall. All the rest we must forget. 
Nothing but a headache, Mollie, and a head- 
ache is not much, so we won't fret about it. If 
it had been a heartache, and sin and shame and 
sorrow—but it isn’t. But, Mollie,” they had 
already reached the house then, and st upon 
the steps, and she turned to the girl and puta 
hand on each of her shoulders, speaking trem- 
ulously, when you go up-stairs, kneel down by 
our bedside and say your prayers, and than 
God that it isn’t, with all your heart and soul,” 
and she kissed her cheek softly just as they 
heard Aimee coming down the hall to open the 
door. 
**Doll!” she exclaimed, when she saw them, 
‘‘“where have you been? Griffith has been 
here since five, and now he is out looking for 
I had given you up entirely, but he would 


you. 
been delayed by some- 


not. He fancied you ha 
thing.” 

*“*T have been delayed by something,” said 
Dolly, her heart failing her again. ‘* And here 
is Mollie, with the headache. You had better go 
to bed, Mollie. How long is it since Grif left 
the house?” 

**Scarcely ten minutes,” was the answer. 
“It is a wonder you did not meet him. Oh, 
Dolly!” ominously, ‘“ how unlucky you are!” 
Dolly quite choked in her efforts to be 
decently composed in manner. 

‘“*T am unlucky,” she said, and, without say- 
ing more, she made her way into the parlor. 
She took her hat off there, and cossed it on 
the sofa, utterly regardless of consequences, 
and then dropped into ner chair and looked 
round the room. It did not look as she had 
pictured it earlier in the day. Its cheerfulness 
was gone, and it looked simply desolate. The 
fire had sunk low in the grate, and the hearth 
was strewn with dead ashes—somehow orother, 
everything seemed chilled and comfortless. She 
was too late for the brightness and warmth—a 
few hours before it had been bright and warm, 
and Grif had been there waiting for her. Where 
was he now? She dropped her face on the arm 
of her chair with a sob of sey gp feeling 
and foreboding. What if he had seen them 
leave Ralph Gowan, and had gone home }f 
**Tt’s too bad!” she cried. 
can’t bear it! Oh, Grif, do come!” and her 
tears fell thick and fast. 

Ten minutes later she started up with a little 
ery of joy and relief. That was his footstep 
upon the pavement, and before he had time to 
ring she was at the door. She could scarcely 
speak o him in her excitement. 

‘Oh, Grif!” she said; ** Grif—darling !” 

But he did not offer to touch her, and strode 
ast her outstretched hands, 

‘*Come into this room with me,” he said, 
hoarsely, and the ane sound of his voice 
struck hee to the heart like a blow. 

She followed him trembling, and when they 
stood in the light, and she saw his deathly, 
passion-wrung face, her hand crept up to her 
side and pressed against it. 

He had a package in his hand—a_ pack- 
age of letters—and he laid them down on the 
table. 

“T have been home for these,” he said. 
Your letters—I have brought them back to 


” 


> 


u. 
“Grif!” she cried out. 
He waved her back. 
“No,” he said, ‘‘never mind that. 
late for that now, that is all over. Good God! 
all over!” and he panted for breath. ‘I have 
been in this room waiting for you,” he struggled 
on, ‘‘since five o’clock. I came with my heart 
full to the brim. I have dreamt about what 
this evening was to be to us every night, 
for a week. I was ready to kneel 
and kiss your feet. I waited hour after hour. 
I was ready to pray—yes, to pray, like a fool— 
that I might hold you in my arms before the 
night ended. Not half an hour ago I went out 
to see if you were coming. And you were com- 
ing. At the corner of the street you were bid- 
ding good-night to—to Ralph Gowan——’ 
“Listen!” she burst forth. ‘* Mollie was with 
e—” 
me Ralph Gowan was with you,” he answered 
her; ‘‘it does not matter who else was there. 
nt those hours in which I wanted 
you with him, That was enough—nothing can 
alter that.” And then all at once he came and 
stood near her, and looked down at her with 
such anguish in his eyes, that she could have 
shrieked aloud. “It was a poor trick to play, 
Dolly,” he said; ‘‘so poor a one, that it was 
scarcely like you. Your coquetries had always 


It is too 


You had s 


“Tt is cruel! I | 


a fairer look. 
have done such a thing as that, and almost 
have done it better. It is an old trick, too, this 
playing the poor fool against the rich one. The 
only merit of your play has been that you have 
kept it up so long.” 

He was almost mad, but he might have seen 
that he was trying her too far, and that she 
would break down all at once. The long strain 
of the whole evening; his strange, unnatural 
mood; her struggle against wretchedness, all 
were too much for her to bear. She tried to 
speak, and failing, fought for strength, sobbed 
thrice, a terrible, hysterical sob, like a child's, 
and then turned white and shivered, without 
uttering a word. 

‘** Yes,” he said, ‘‘a long time, Dolly "—but his 
sentence was never ended, for that instant she 
went down as if she had been shot, and lay 
near his feet quivering for a second, and then 
lying still. 

He was not stayedeven then. He bent down 
and lifted her in his arms and carried her to 
the sofa, pale himself, but not relenting. He 
seemed to have lived past the time when the 
pretty, helpless figure, in all its simple finery, 
would have stirred him to such ecstacy of pain. 
He was mad enough to have believed even her 
helplessness a lie, only that the cruel, ivory 
pallor was so real. Hedid not even stoop to 
kiss her when he turned away. But all the 
treasure of faith and truth and love had died 
out of his face, the veriest dullard could have 
seen ; his very youth had dropped away trom 
him, and he left the old, innocent dreams 
behind, with something like self-scorn. 

**Good-by,” he said; ‘‘ we have lost a great 
deal, Dolly—or I have lost it, I might say. And 
even you—I believed it pleased even you until 
better fortune came ; so, perhaps, you have Jost 
something, too.” 

Then he went to the bell and touched it, and 
having done so, strode out into the narrow 
hall, opened the front door and was gone, and 
when, a few minutes later, Aimee came run- 
ning down to answer the strange summons, 
she found only the silent room, Dolly’s white, 
piteous face upon the sofa-cushion, and the 
great package of those old sweet, fvolish letters 
upon the table. 


(To be Continued.) 





Out of the Question. 





Old Lady—Where do you keep your unbleach- 
ed cotton? 





Parenthetical Floor Walker— Walk this way, 
madam! 





Old Lady—Land sakes! I couldn’t walk that 
way if he was to give me the whole store! 


——<>- — 


The Curfew. 


The Curfew is said to have beea introduced 
into England by William the Cenqueror. By 
that monarch it was ordained, under severe 
penalties, when the curfew bell rang at 8 
o'clock in the eveningall 1ights and fires should 
be extinguished. There are those who hold 
that this was the enforcing of a very common 
police regulation to that effect. The abso- 
lute prohibition of —s after the ring- 
ing of the curfew bell was abolished by 
Henry I., in the year 1100, but the prac- 
tice of tolling a bell at a fixed hour in the 
evening was continued, and this, which is 
the curfew of mediwval times. At first 
the common hour was 7 o'clock, then it was ad- 











The Manufacturers’ lif Insuranee Company 


The commonest jilt might | 


vanced to 8, and in some places to " : 
deed in Scotland, 10 o'elook was aa co ennbans 
hour. The curfew wasa regulation most use- 
ful in those early days, when it was the custom 
to place the fire in a nole in the middle of the 
a under an —— the roof, to allow 
: e — to escape, hen the family retired 
or the night, the fire was extinuisned by 
| covering it up; hence the term couvrefeau or 
curfew. The regulation was also serviceable in 


for the popular tradition that the coverlip of 


hibited by the Conqueror, in enforci 

ence to the curfew, was mest pactionions 
oe to prevent English from oneem 
ing in secret to plan scheme: belli 
against their Norman lords, oo 
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A Fair Settlement. 
Citizen—What’s this, Uncle Rastus, bi 
— . sawing a cord of wood? ilpdiiaadeee 
ncle Rastus— Yes, sah ; th ‘ y m 
ieee ree days, two dol 
Citizen—But it doesn’t take 
to saw one cord of wood ? 
Pec Rastus—It do, sah, when I wuks by de 
Citizen—H—m. How would i 
i . _it do, Uncle 
aa if I settled the bill by giving you the 
Uncle Rastus (dubiously)—D; 
— ee dollahs, Lane ee ee 
_ Citizen—True. Well, what i 
eke and sawbuck ? en 
incle Rastus—I spec's dat wud be’bout ri 
Jes'receep de bill, Mistah Smif, wif my a 


hitched onto it. I kaint i 
Lord, I kin saw wood.” ee 


you three days 








‘ Why She Smiled. 
“ Why does Fraulein Amelie alw i 
“_ dentist Mueller?” ertthisecte 

ou see it’s this way—he furnished her 
set of false teeth on the instalment plan os 
condition that she should — his office eve 
red and show him that she has not pawne 

lem. 
ee 


One Recommendation. 
‘“* There’s one thing about woman suffra; 
would be commendable anyhow,” sald a pons 
veling man to a friend. 
** What is that?” 
” sae beter always 
reached years of discretion before they w 
the polls, It would take a woman a hoot lou 
time to be old enough to vote,” - 
NE 
Which Made all the Difference. 
Maid—Dr. Leach is down stai , 
oe Miss Ethel’s a, re 
Mrs. de Societe—Oh, bother! What : 
the man, coming here when I’m so busy? ten 
him to call again to-morrow morning. ~ 


And, ma'am, Dr. Terrierdo 
to see how Bijou is. pe has come, too, 


Mrs. aie the dear man! 
come up right away ; and, Parker, have Bijou’ 
blue silk collar put on, and his ears ae ‘ 


ee 


Paris Barber Shop 


FIRST-CLASS GENTLEMEN’S WORK 
60 King Street East, JAS. BAKER 


be likely to have 


Ask him to 














ASK YOUR GROCER FOR 


FAMILY CREAM ALE 


'T 1S TORONTO'S FAVORITE 
BEVERAGE 


DAVIES’ BREWING CO. 


TORONTO 





We have opened up our immense stock of 


Ladies Fine Kid Shoes 


Kindly give 


Wh ch are unrivalled for style and quality. 
us a call. 


328 YONGE STREET. 


J. G. GIBSON 
‘FAMILY GROCER 


525 YONGE STREET—Telephone 3192 


WINE and SPIRIT MERCHANT 


Bottled Ale and Porter 
GUINESS’ STOUT, BASS’ ALE, 
523 YONGE STREET. 


WHATMOUGH’S 


GREAT SALE OF WHITNEY’S 


Baby Carriages 


Still continues with unabated success. Old carriages takem 
in exchange at the Great Baby Carriage Store. 


1. A. WHATMOUGH, 


126 KING STREET EAST. 








THE MANUFACTURERS’ ACCIDENT INSURANCE COMPANY 


Are two separate and distinct Companies with full Covernment Deposit. 
The Authorized Capital and other Assets are respectively $2,000,000 and $1,000,000 


PresIDENT: Rr. Hon. Sir JOHN A. MACDONALD, P.C., G. C. B. 


Vick-PRESIDENTs: GEORGE GOODERHAM, 
WILLIAM BELL, Esq., 


Esq., PRESIDENT OF THE BANK OF TORONTO, 
MANUFACTURER, GUELPH. 


Avpitrors: H. J. HILL, SEcRETARY OF THE INDUSTRIAL EXHIBITION ASSOCIATION, TORONTO 


EDGAR A. WILLS, SEcRETARY 


BoarRD OF TRADE, TORONTO, j 


J. B. CARLILE, Manaatna Director, Toronto, ONT. 


POLICIES ISSUED ON ALL THE APPROVED PLANS. LIFE POLICIES PUR- 
CHASED AND ANNUITIES GRANTED. 


PIONEERS OF LIBERAL ACCIDENT POLICIES! 


Issues Policies of all kinds at moderate rates. Policies covering Employers’ Liability for 
Accidents to their workmen, under the Workmen’s Compensation for Injuries’ Act, 1886, 


Best and most liberal form of Workmsn’s 
instalments, which meets a long-felt want. 


Accident Policies, Premium payable by easy 


AGENTS WANTED IN UNREPRESENTED DISTRICTS. 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 








The Brotherhoods. 





Secretaries of lodges will address, Editor, Saturday Night. 





KNIGHTS OF PYTHIAS. 


Grand Chancellor of Ontario and Supreme 
Prelate of the Order, Dr. King, visited Mystic 
Lodge on Tuesday night. 

The majority of reports from the various 
lodges of the K. of P. throughout Ontario are 
now in the hands of the Grand Chancellor. It 
will be a source of satisfaction to the members 
and friends of the order to know there is not a 
report received which does not show a distinct 
advance in funds, membership and those en- 
couraging features of lodge life which go so far 
towards consolidating the stability of the 
order. The increase in membership in the 
different lodges varies from one to fifteen since 
January last. 

The contest for first place in the roll of lodges 
is between Mystic Lodge No. 1 of Toronto and 
Red Cross Lodge No. 3 of the Ambitious City, 
in fact a friendly rivalry has existed between 
these two ltodges since the inception of the 
younger sister in Hamilton. 

Friendship Lodge, Windsor, Ont., No. 77, re- 
ports prospects as bright for the future. This 
lodge possesses all the material for a strong 
and healthy organization. The members have 
devised a praiseworthy plan for the assistance 
of the poor of the town in the establishment of 
an annual charity concert. The result of the 
last was over one hundred and fifty dollars clear 
of all expenses. 

It is an unwritten law amongst the Pythians 
that no lodge shall be named after a living 

member, but chis difficulty has been happily 
surmoun ed by the admirers of Dr. King. 
Their lodge, in the county of Halton, 
has been christened Native Valley, after the 
birthplace of the genial Supreme Prelate. This 
lodge has only a membership of twenty-eight, 
but the estimated private wealth of its 
members reaches over half a million dollars, 

There is a lodge in Hamilton which is cer- 
tainly a novelty as far as Ontario is concerned. 
Bismarck Lodge is the one referred to. It is 
worked entirely in the German language, and 
has in a few months’ time reached a satisfactory 
financial condition. Evidently the German 
brethren are good for something besides sauer- 
kraut, pretzels and lager beer. 

A satisfactory and encouraging letter has 


been received from Lodge Algoma at the Soo. 
This lodge has been singularly fortunate in its | 


history. It has a virgin death roll, the long 
illness of any member has not vexed it financi- 
ally, and an utter absence of any cases of desti- 
tution have combined to make its present finan- 
cial condition a subject for pride and thankful- 
ness on the part of Pythians in Sault Ste Marie. 
Indeed, the brethren in this remote quarter 


already discuss the probability of the Grand | 


Lodge holding its session in their midst at no 
very distant date. 

Port Arthur looms up on deck in the report 
as a large and flourishing organization. Five | 
new members have been initiated since Janu- 
ary. On the other side of us Almonte sends the 
news of cheerful and gratifying progress made 


missione2? to muster in the Cantons in the 
Department of Ontario: Canton London, No. 1, 
Lieut.-Col. E. R. Robinson; Windsor, No. 2, 
Capt. C. J. Reid; Hamilton, No. 4, Lieut.-Col. 
Abner Fraser ; Victoria, No. 5, Capt. Fred Dog- 
gett; Kingston, No. 6, Major W. G. Happer ; 
Toronto, No. 7, Capt. E. W. Barton; Belleville, 
No. 8, Major G. H. Lauder; Ontanais, No. 9, 
Major F. J. Daniels; Peterborough, No. 10, 
Lieut. D. H. Moore; Bowmanville, No. 11, 
Lieut. George Baiden. 

— - —_ 


Why Germans Use Glasses. 





“Tt comes from reading,” observed the 
oculist. 

‘*Yes, but why should Germans be more 
near sighted than Americans? Do they read 
more ?” 

‘*T don’t think they do, but it is the kind of 
books they read that causes their vision to be 
defective.” 

** How so?” 

‘““The German books are printed in the 
dazzling old English type, which tries the eyes 





more than any other type in use in civilized 
countries, It requires such close scrutiny that 
the eyes are invariably strained. So well- 
known is this fact that recently the Aus- 
trian minister of public instruction issued 
a very sensible decree forbidding the use of 
books printed in small type in the publicschools, 
Now, with the American school books this 
would not be so necessary, but German books 
to be harmless must be printed in large, bold- 
faced characters. There is a large party of 
reformers in Germany who are striving to have 
the types of that nation officially changed to 
Roman, and the use of English script has 
largely taken the place of the German script in 
correspondence, Educated Germans 1ead one 
style as readily as the other, and the former is 
growing rapidly in popularity. It will not be 
long before all books will appear in the same 
characters, if not in the same language, and 
when that time comes the eyes of succeeding 
generations will be stronger than those of the 
present, but I don’t apprehend that this will 
happen early enough to injure my business. 
Reforms come slowly and physicians will find 
their hands full until the dawn of the millen- 
nium.” 





Nerve. 


Nicholas Flood—‘‘ Permit me to take charge of that, sir. 


Opposition Success. 





since the order first made its appearance there. | 

Special Deputy McKellar has sent in a list | 
of chartered members of Rokeby Lodge at 
Wallaceburg. This list includes some of the 
most influential names in the neighborhood. 
He further reports Marmion Lodge at Chatham 
as more than holding its own. It is proposed 
to form a uniform rank division. Pythianism 
is in good odor amongst the people of Chat- 
ham, and is second to no other order in that 
bailiwick. 

Galt is falling into line with commendable 
zea]. The application roll for the institution 
of a lodge numbers over twenty names of men 
in good standing in that community. 

Rienzi Lodge, Ridgetown, is another thriving 
youngster, with an evidently prosperous future 
before it. 

The Grand Lodge meets at Owen Sound on 
the 5th of June. 
Few societies can show a better record than 
the Knights of Pythias. When the supreme | 
body met in Toronto two years ago, the total 
membership of the order was 183 682. To-day 
it has increased, in round numbers, to 215,000. 


MASONIC, 


District Deputy G. M. Bro, Malone paid an 
official visit to Wilson Lodge on Tuesday night. 
In addition to a large array of brethren from 
the city lodges, there were present several | 
of the conductors who have been in session 
during the past ten days at Shaftesbury Hall. 
A couple of hours were most pleasantly spent 
at the refreshment table, and in listening to 
songs and speeches from different members. 
Nearly a hundred were present. The gather- 
ing was presided over by Bro. Robt. Oliver, 


THE ODDFELLOWS. 


The following brothers have registered at 
the Grand Secretary's office, 42 King street 
east: Bros. J. C. Burt, Listowell; W. E. 
Pethick, Bowmanville; E. R. Robinson and | 
Cc. F. Colwell, London; N. R. Rawlings, St. 
Catharines; H. Urquhart, Strathroy; J. L. 
Featherstone and J. W. Cunningham, Co- 
bourg; R. Young, Gorrie; A. McGregor, | 
Wingham; D. H. Grieves, Selma, N. C.; A. 
Tory, D. D.G. M., Hamilton; J. G. Morgan, 
Windsor; P. J. Hill, Belleville; C. A. Phil- 
lips, Midland: R. S. Grundy, Ottawa. 

District No. 2, Chatham, has held its district 
meeting under the new law, and had a most 
pleasant and social gathering. All the lodges 
in the district were represented. Bro. Dr. R. 
N. Hall was elected D. D. G. M. for the coming 
year. 

There is a probability that Temple Lodge, 
No. 238, Penetanguishene, will be removed to 
Midland. 

The lodges in Bowmanville had a splendid 
church parade on Sabbath last. The Canton of 
Patriarchs Militant, with their elegant uni- 
form, made a very good impression, and added 
not a little to the success of the service. 

The following staff-officers have been com- 











It seems a little heavy for ycu.” 
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Sir Richard’s Latest Catch. 
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On the Harlem Quarter-Stretch. 





Johnny Dimpsey—I ’peals ter der reffyree! Kelly's trotter broke four lam’ posts back ! 


a 


Ghostly Garments. 


Jones—So Mme. Debarr says these pictures 
are painted by Michael Angelo, and she receives 
visits from saints ? 

Smith—That’s what she says. 

Wonder how the saints are dressea when 
they appear? 

O, I guess they wear spirit wrappers. 


W. C. MURRAY 


FASHIONABLE TAILOR 


279 YONGE STREET 


+ FIRST-CLASS FIT AND FINISH TO ALL 
OUR WORK 











J. F. THOMSON 


THOMSON & DUNSTAN 


Real Estate Brokers 


GEO. DUNSTAN 


FINANCIAL AND INSURANCE AGENTS 
Mail Building - 


TELEPHONE 1327 


Bay Street 


MISS HARRITA L. CHENEY 


(Finished under Mrs. Long of Boston, and Soloist in 
Henry Ward Beecher’s church, and late of New York.) 


Teacher of Voice Culture 


has organized a class and will take private pupils, apply 
at R. S. Williams & Co.’s piano rooms, Yonge Street, 

MISS CHENEY will accept concert engagements, or as 
soprano soloist in a choir. 


JAS. Cox & SON 


83 Yonge Street 


PASTRY COOKS AND CONFECTIONERS 


Luncheon and Ice Cream Parlors 


cP 
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: 
No. 1 ROSSIN BLOCK 
GFNTLEMEN’S FULL DRESS TOILET 


Prince Alberts, Silk Lined Over- | 
coats a Specialty 


| 








I deal in fabrics made from the choicest 
wools by the best looms in the world 
and make them in the most 


THOROUGHLY ARTISTIC MANNER 


at the lowest prices consistent with 
the highest standard 


LAWN TENNIS SETS 


AT | 


$7.00, $8.50, $10, $12.50, 
$15, $17.50, $20 


SPLENDID VALUE 


QUA & CO. 


49 King St. West 


ae 


DINGEN SHAT STORE 


COR. KING AND YONGE STS. 


Closes Every Evening but Saturday a 7 
O'clock. Closes on Saturday at 11 p. m, 





Sole Agents for HENRY HEATH'S 


LONDON SILK HATS 


Sole Agents for DUNLAP’S celebrated 


NEW YORK SILK HATS 





Heaviest Importers of Medium and Low.. 
Priced Derbys in Toronto. 





Boys’ and Children’s Hats a Speeialty. 


FANCY SCARFS 


THE “ST LEGER” 


is one of Welch, Margetson & Co.’s 
new spring styles, and is a very 
taking shape 


THE ‘‘MOSTON” 


is a very fine made-up scarf, soft 
top, and fits into the collar well 





The finest assortment of High 


—.| Class Furnishings in the city 


bi| 
su | 


WHEATON & CO. 


17 KING STREET WEST 


COR. JORDAN. 


AN APPEAL TO THE LADIES 


When the Philanthropist starts to accomplish some good 
If he’s earnest, energetic and straight 

You can make up your mind he will surely succeed 

In spite of that which we call fate 

He works early and late, with never a thought 

Of troubles he is certain to meet, 

He maps out his course and goes straight ahead 

Nor pauses to dream of defeat. 





I appeal to the ladies to lend their support 

To the movement which all must endorse, 

Viz: Close the stores early: give the clerks a fair chance. 
You approve? Well, I thought so of course. 

Now come early to Dorenwend’s, select what you wish 

In bangs, waves, or in fancy goods rare 

Or in switches and pins, magnificent fans, 

Wonderous ‘‘ Magic” if for that you should care. 


Don’t postpone till six what you might do at four 
Nor till twelve the shopping for ten. 

The cle:ks will all bless you and serve with delight 
When Dorenwend’s you visit again. 

So let me repeat if you wish to assist 

The patient, industrious clerk, 

Pray think of the wearisome hours they pass 
And your duty I’m sure you'll not shirk 





The proprietor of the Paris Hair Works is strongly im 
favor of the measure for Early Closing, and it depends almost 
entirely upon the general public whether this custom should 
be observed. Let the ladies lend their aid and the gentle- 
men will be sure to follow in the effort to secure reasonable 
hours for the clerks. Remember that Dorenwend’s latest 
spring styles are just at hand and should be examined. 


A. DORENWEND 


PARIS HAIR WORKS, 
103 and 105 YONGE ST., TORONTO 


Ss. J. DIXON, 


PHOTOGRAPHER, 
Cor. Yonge and King Streets. 
FINE WORK A SPECIALTY. 








XC. S. MORISON & C0.“ 


JUST RECEIVED A LINE OF THOSE CELEBRATED 


Silk Finished H: nrietta Cloths and Colored Cashmeres 


In Gobelin Green, Crushed Strawberry, Mahogany, Terra Cotta, 


Fawn, ete. Another lot of those 


ALL-WOOL NUNS’ VEILINGS 


In twelve new shades, at 124c., cheap at 20c. See our double 


width tweed effects ai 20c., worth 


40c. 


Our Great Sale of Black and Colored Silks, 
Mervs, Rhadames, etc., 


Will continue next week as usual, 


Satin Mervs and Rhadames. 50, 


Sale prices, Black and Colored 
60 and 75¢c., worth $1 and $1.50, 


A few pieces of our celebrated Black Gros Grain Silk left at $1, 
worth $1.75. Ladies should not fail to see them. | 


Choice Assortment of Parasols & Umbrellas 


In all the latest designs, at 
and upwards. 


KID GLOVE SALE. 


The followin 
rence, Perrin 


50c., 75¢c., $1.00, $1.25, $1.50 


celebrated makes, Law- 
‘reres and Josephine, at 


25c., 35¢., 50c., 75c. and 90c. are the greatest drive in the trade. 


MOURNING DEPARTMENT 


In this department will be found a choice selection of goods for 
family and complimentary mourning, at greatly reduced prices. 


SPRING AND SUMMER WRAPS 


The success of the season is our JET VISITES, a nice variety 
in stock ranging from $5.00 to $25.00. We have still a few choice 


PATTER 


MANTLES, imported this season, at from $25.00 


to $75.00. Black Jersey Waists at from $1.00 to $10.00. 


INSPECTION 


INVITED. 


DRESS AND MANTLEMAKING AN ART WITH US 
H. S. MORISON & CO. 
218 Yonge Street, successors to J. Pittman & Co 
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One of the most auccessful concerts of the 
season, musically speaking, was the testimonial 
concert to Mrs. Agnes Thomson on May 10th. 
The audience was not as large as the evident 
popularity of the beneficiante would lead one 
to expect, but this was probably owing to che 
glut of music during the season, and especially 


during the week in question. | saw people at 
the Thomson concert who had been at the Phil- 
harmonic rehearsal and concert both, as well as 
at the Quintette Club concert. When people 
make a duty of coneert going to this extent you 
may be quite sure that the attraction is a strong 
onetothem., That the attraction was a strong 
one, not only to these enthusiasts, but also to 
the rest of the audience was abundantly proven 
by the pleasing reception accorded to Mrs, Agnes 
Thomson. A warm and sincere welcome, and 
equally warm and sustained applause testified 
tothis. Mrs. Thomson sang the Valse Legere 
from Faust, the great Pre aux Clercs aria, and 
Ganz’'s exquisite little song, I Seek for Thee in 


Every Flower. 
. 


Everyone knows the delightful dash and 
abandon of the Faust waltz, and the gay reck- 
less swing which Mrs. Thomson imparted to 
to it gave it added charms. In the Pre aux 
Clercs aria, she had the valuable assistance of 
the violin obligato, and this, the most exacting 
number Mrs. Thomson has yet sung in 


Toronto, was to my mind her greatest 
success in florid music. Its demands on 
thé voice for range, agility, volume 


and expressive power combine to make 
it a most difficult work, yet the artist 
surmounted all these obstacles and sang it 
with delightful ease and certainty, and im- 
parted a dignity and thoughtful care to her 
performance which won all hearers. The Ganz 
song and the Last Rose showed the exquisite 
pathos and tender feeling that Mrs. Thomson’s 
voice possesses, and throughout all her singing 
the artistic style which is one of her chief 
charms was fully apparent.. For some unex- 
plained reason the duet for which Miss Robin- 
son and Mr. Mockridge were announced did 
not materialize, and when Mr. Schuch walked 
out to sing the following number a de- 
cided feeling of disappointment manifested 
itself in the audience, with the result of a 
coldness that made it uncomfortable for nearly 
all the other artists. Mr. Schuch sang Simon 
the Cellarer and ’Tis I, with the good taste 
and judgment which usual characterize his 
performances. Miss Robinson was in better 
voice than I have ever heard her and gave a fine 
ceendering of Pieti Signor from the Huguenots, 
and later in the evening she sang two ballads 
of Kjerulf's with great taste and expression. 
On this occasion she suggested very strongly 
the resemblance between her voice and that of 
her mother who used to be the delight ot all of 


us older ones. ‘ 


Miss Maud Burdette made her first appear- 
ance before a Toronto concert audience, al- 
though she sang last winter at the University 
conversazione. This young lady has a mezzo- 
contralto voice of clear, soft quality and great 
volume. She sings with good style and has a 
handsome appearance in her favor as well. 
She sang Ah S'estinto and The Winds That 
Waft My Sighs, and imbued the latter with 
great tenderness and pathos. Mr. Mockridge 
sang with all the watchful care and accommo- 
dation of tone-quality and expression for 
which his singing is noted. His songs were, 
Come Into the Garden, Maud, and a pretty 
little ballad, Love’s Sorrow, and as an encore, 
Her I Love Her So. In ballad sing- 
ing Mr. Mockridge is more than charming, 
and on this occasion was at his very best, 

* 


The vocal programme was completed by the 
singing of the celebrated Rigoletto quartette. 
While the effect of this was most pleasant, on 
account of its music ‘and of the fine voices 
performing it, it was marred by decided signs 
of lack of practice together. An unalloyed joy 
was the violin playing of M. Prume, whom we 
have heard here all too seldom, and whom we 
must have here more frequently in the future. 
A beautiful tone, broad, round, rich and full, 
and consummately artistic treatment are his 
characteristics. His selections were Wieni- 
awski’s Romance et Rondo Giocoso and Vieux- 
temps’ Air Varie, with Bazzini’s Ronde des 
Lutins and a Badinage by Ferrari-Prume. 

* 

On Saturday evening Miss Maude Harris’ 
concert took place at the gardens before a fairly 
large audience. Dr. Louis Maas was the 
bright particular star of the occasion and great 
things were expected of him. Unfortunately 
his piano was not there, being detained in the 
customs, and he had to play on a strange 
piano, with which he did not appear to be on 
terms of admiration. This apparently dis- 
turbed him, and his playing did not rise to the 
excellence of individuality until late in the 
evening. His programme was not a very 
solid one, being mostly designed to display 
virtuosity and was largely loaded with Liszt, 
four numbers out of seven bearing that com- 
poser’s name. The exceptions to the Liszt list 
were Rubinstein’s Valse Caprice, the Magic 
Fire scene from Wagner’s Walkyrie and Bee- 
thoven’s Dance of the Dervishes from the 
Ruins of Athens. Dr. Maas has great facility 
and certainty of technique, a beautiful touch, 
light, round and full, and may, when in good 
humor, show a fine intellectual treatment of 
his subjects. But it was just in this that he 
was disappointing on Saturday. The clearness 
of conception which produces the large well- 
rounded phrasing and a properly graduated 
climax, and which we might reasonably look 
for in a pianist of his undoubted powers, was 
not apparent. Mr. Corell was at his best, and 
played his cello solos beautifully. Miss 
Adelaide Taylor sang some songs with a pretty 
voice, but without any special excellence of 
delivery. 


+o 

The concert of the Choral Society tendered to 
Mr. Edward Fisher will take place on Tuesday, 
29th inst., when Mme. D'Auria, Mrs. Bradley, 
Miss Hillary, Miss Bunton, Mr. Blight and 



































































































| others will be the vocalists, and when Messrs. 
Torrington, Haslam and D'Auria will assist by | 


conducting several of the choruses. 


METRONOME, 
>> 


The Merry May Moving Time. 


With the May moving-time comes the knowl- 
edge of man’s inclination to hoard up that 
which is neither useful nor ornamental, While 
the van stands at the door he has to help his 
wife ransack the closets and pull down piles 
of old hats and decayed plugs of ancient style, 
poor quality, dust-begrimed and seedy beyond 
comparison. His old clothes, which he might 
have given to some poor sinner who hadn’t 
anything to wear, are raked out from a back 
shelf, moth-eaten and baggy, and one wonders 
how such things could have been stored away. 
With a faint recoilection of how much store he 
put on these things, he sends off to an “old 
clo’” man, who offers him fifty cents for six 
suits of clothes, ten pair of shoes, and a pile of 
rags and old dresses, which cost when they 
were new away up in the hundreds, and he 
can’t see why they are not worth a good deal 
still; but a bargain is struck for two dollars 
and the pile is removed. I have tried this sort 
of thing lately, and have come to the con- 
clusion thas a man is foolish who ever buys or 
keeps that which he does not want. One has a 
chronic idea that some time these things will 
come in handy, but they never do. There 
is more stuff stored in the closets and | 








clothes-pzesses ot Toronto than would array 
in fairly respectable garments the entire poor 


MCT 
Vf My 


fi 





to those who are generous in giving 
what they have to the poor than it is to those 
who are always hoarding their money and even 
their half-worn clothes. Without in the 
slightest degree robbing ourselves we can every 
year give a certain amount of money, clothing 
and food, kindness and encouragement to those 
who in our neighborhood happen to be unfor- 
tunate. It should not be merely a question of 
giving that which we have no use for, but it 
should be a yielding up of that which we have 
most use for, a dividing up of the good things 
which kind fortune has placed within our 
reach. 

I saw a dray standing at a fashionable house 
on Tuesday in which there were five old stoves 
packed away. Now there was a furnace in 
the house from which those stoves were 
taken and one in the place to which they were 
going, but rather than find out some poor emi- 
grant family which has nothing on which 
to cook a bit of dinner, and galled by the idea 
that second-hand dealers don’t pay full value 
for old stoves, the owner of that truck 
is moving that old iron stove year after year 
paying drayage, encountering all sorts of hard 
knocks and skinned knuckles lugging about 
his trash. There was a car-load of old stove- 
pipe withit. Now, how is it that people don’t 
learn to give that sort of stuffaway? Even for 
comfort’s sake why hang on to it? Every day 
the vans that pass me on fashionable streets; 
going to other fashionable quarters, prove how 
miserly human nature is, how it hoards up its 
measly, miserable old stuff instead of making 
a bonfire of it. Trash in the house disfigures it, 


THE LATE ARCHBISHOP. 





of this city. People hoard their remnants and 
half-worn garments until the moths destroy 
them and they are no good to anybody. The 
families who might have been relieved have 
gone without assistance for no better purpose 
than that on moving day a svack of rags shall 
stare at those who have no place to put them, 
no use for them, and as they look at their 
decay are conscience-stricken that they were 
not put to a good use. The poor we have 
always with us; the poorest who do not rank 
themselves as poverty stricken can be of great 
help to others who have nothing, and it isa 
solemn fact that this help is withheld because 
people are too lazy to inquire into cases of dis- 
tress or too mean to part even with that which 
is of no use to themselves, 

Every time you move give away everything 
you haven't used within a reasonable time, and 
when you give it away don’t stand and make a 
speech about it as if you were conferring an 
almighty favor instead of getting rid of a lot of 
rubbish. I was moving the other day and I 
discovered five old white plug hats, and because 
I had refused to subscribe to a missionary fund 
afew days before my wife sarcastically sug- 
gested that I had better give the old plugs to 
the heathen, but not to be rash about it fora 
few days as I might be sorry I had been so 
liberal. 

The fineness of this sarcasm has been dawn- 
ing upon me ever since with the effect of con- 
vincing me how unwilling we are to part with 
anything we dare hope will ever be the slight- 
est use tous. I believe Providence is kinder 


and in feminine phrase “ clutters it up so that 
you can’t make anything look decent in the 
room.” If people wish to have their houses 
look nice they must have nothing in them ex- 
cept what they absolutely use or what is useful 
for ornament. Just now while those who flit 
on the first of May are in the act of moving 
these suggestions may prove valuable. Those 
who are not likely to move can very easily go 
through their belongings and out of every room 
in their houses select thirty per cent. of the 
articles in it, which by their absence would im- 
prove the appearance of the room, Don, 





Personal. 





Mr. T. C. Patteson of Eastwood left town on 
Tuesday last for England, where he expects to 
arrive in time for the Derby. 


Captain Sears is spending a few weeks’ leave 
at his home in New Brunswick, His many 
friends are pleased to hear that his return to 
his regiment has been postponed for a year or 
two. 

Miss Dallas, the talented musician of the 
Conservatory, is expecteé to spend the summer 
months with friends and relatives on the other 
side of the ocean, departing hence at the end 
of June. 


Manager Shaw of the Toronto Opera House 
takes his benefit on Friday next, the 25th inst., 
and doubtless his numerous friends will en- 


deavor to make a suitable return for the enjoy-! purchaser to buy it at 25,000f. 


nnn 


ment he has afforded to thousands of theater- | Mouth, where once a litn’s head in marble 
goers in Toronto. May it be a bumper house, frowned through the outer wall of the 
Hon. William H. Jordan, Speaker of the Doge’s Palace and any spy or informer who 
State Legislature, Califoraia, and Supreme chose to destroy an enemy could mount the 
Master Workman of the A. O. U. W., will be in stone steps cf the Giants’ Staircase, pass ce- 
the elty next week, accompanied by his wife. ae the marble gods and drop a silent letter 
They will be the gueste of County-Crown nto the marble mouth, through whcese marbie 
Attorney Badgerow. A reception will be given tnroat it dropped into silent hands within the 
to Hon. Mr. Jordan in the Pavilion on the palace—mouth and marble and fateful hands 
are all gone save one ignoble slit in the wall 








25th inst. 
seit Male das ar ts ane Mh modern world to stare at. 
, 1¢ absolutism which reared these superb 
Fixtures for To-Day. “| abodes through the mysterious twilight of 
CRICKET history is supplanted by the merry and frugal 
At Toronto ground: T. C. C. v. Bracondale, irreverence of the nineteenth century, and a 
(O. C. A. tie). successful American commission merchant 


fares sumptuously at five francs a day in the 
apartments of princes, calling it the ‘Hotel de 
Something or other; where my lady ieaned 
over her balcony the better to hear her lover’s 
lute in serénade on the moonlit water, a furni- 
ture dealer arrays his wares to tempt the 
unbeguiled traveler, and royalty can never have 
a homelier box on the ear than in sailing 
proudly down the grand canal to see that the 
Queen of Cyprus was born in a pawnbroker’s 
shop. 

For the golden gondola, it is but a model, a 
toy, kept under glass, as dead as the Doge who 
sailed it, and a modern steamboat lords it up 
and down, whose gonfaloniers are any prince 
or peasant, beggar or banker, that can steal or 
earn a copper coin or two worth one American 
cent, 


At Garrison : Toronto Colts v. C Company. 
At Trinity College: Trinity v. East Toronto. 
At Exhibition grounds: Parkdale Club 
match— Old Country v. Canada. 
BASFBALL. 
International Association : Toronto v. Albany. 
BICYCLING. 
Y. M. C. A. run to Highland Creek. 
FOOTBALL (ASSOCIATION). 
At Marlboro grounds: Toronto Juniors v. 
Marlboro, 
LACROSSE, 
At Rosedale: Young Toronto v. 
Ontario. 


Junior 
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Fifty cents on the dollar is the figure that 
Dantord Roche & Co., are clearing out cloth- 
ing, hats and tweeds, and seventy-five cents 
on the dollar for carpets, they intend to relin- 
guish the above departments, and enlarge 
their other department, namely : dress goods, 
silks, hosiery, millinery and manties. They 
sell a good clsss of goods, 
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How to Obtain Sunbeams. 

Every one should have them. Have what? 
Staunton’s Sunbeam Photographs $1 per dozen. 
Studio southwest corner Yonge and Adelaide 
streets. 














Sarah Bernhardt’s Medallions. 














The Rising Sun. 

Old Wimple (solemnly)—Young man, to 
attain success in this world we must be up and 
doing. Do you ever see the sun rise? 

Young Man—Yes, sir, occasionally. 

“When?” 

**On my way home.” 





A Useful Appendage. 


Mrs. Grigegs—Then you don’t have to r2ly on 
the barometer to find out when there is going 
to be a storm? 

Mrs. Briggs—Oh, dear, no. Grandfather’s 
rheumatic leg is just splendid. I don’t know 
what we'd do without grandfather. 

















Superior to any other for 


Speed, Durability and Manifolding Power 


A special wide carriage machine for legal and insurance 


work, 


PLEASE COMPARE MACHINES.—A Caligraph will 
be gladly placed on trial beside any other writing machine. 
No other machine invites a similar comparison. Machines 
sent on approval for a fortnight to intending purchasers. 

THE INEVITABLE CHANGE COMING.—The Hon. 
C. Eug. Panet, Deputy Minister of Militia and Defence, 
Ottawa, (10th Dec , 1887,) writes: ‘ Sir,—Upon the trial that 
has been made in my office of the —— submitted by 
you I find it superior in many ways to the Remington type- 
writer, and therefore authorize your changing the two 
Remingtons for two No. 2 Caligraphs on the terms agreed 
upon.” Address for catalogue 

A. J, HENDERSON, 


General Agent, 15 Adelaide street E., Toronto. 





Due to the Dark Ages. 
Th i Sarah Bernhardt has an antique girdle of 
ere was a time when the princes of this | medallions, on which are the signs of the zodiac 
world—Emperors, Popes, Kings, Doges—seem to | in superb chasing. The zone was a gift from 
have had things pretty much their own way. It 7. eon, who received it from Abdallah Bey 
was a time when painting and architecture were it in She ts never without is ; acunen nee 
: about her dress, and sometimes 
at their highest, and the men of genius reared in | around her neck. It holds the gathers of house 
marble and spread on canvas the glory ofthe | Ste eae fegee, ta,elaye emt te 
men of power for the delight of tuture ages girdle she loves a knife, “‘ because it outa, and 
and for their own delight in their own age. | is true—cruelly true.” In all great under- 
The men of power saw themselves always idea- emma she keeps mths rig = me oo cr before 
ie : er eyes as a reminder tnat failure may ve 
ME ee ee eee ery, | mnded Out never mage perce. Mr Langtry 
’ g tapering fingures a 
the jewels and velvets, the pomp and grandeur, | turquoise as big and heautifal os the gem Shy- 
the meetings and marchings of august potent- | lock ne or. The —_, and she are — 
ates. Heaven and hell are depicted, to con- | feparable, There is never e glove se snug that 
tinue the triumphs of earth: and, whether in | the stage, when it might be considered poor 
earth or heaven, it is to be observed that the ne Be neu ee aaenk —— 2. ae 
Doges are always “‘inglory.” Kneeling even by face ’ ; a s 
the crucified, with every possible splendor, with Gouuared ter ue - SS — oer oe 
outspread hands of prayer and uplifted eyes of | small ivorv crucifix, the gift of her dying 
aspiration, the Doge demands his share in the | ™other, who bade her cherish it with reverence, 
reverence of the beholder; and when it is the ond bure 0 taper Gators & whenever the way 
. , seemed dark and dreary. In her stateroom on 
last great day, prominent on the safe side, the ocean mad winds and wild waves have no 
eonotig Si ontate. Sat sen, Mas eoeg We SEE TL tks eaey cain, aed to toe Center 
cole aean mae eens ee Se an power could induce her to go before 
ghts until her devotions had been 
shine the magnificence of the skies. made. 
His palace is still a wonder of the world. 
Only the mountains are more massive, only the | His Spine Was Wrong. 
rainbow is more brilliant, only the tracery of | ‘* Mr. Smith gone abroad?” 
the frost is more delicate than these piles of | bie wy husband is on the continent for 
stone and marble, which weigh down the Old | «7 thought he was well enough.” : 
World, yet are all lightness and grace and| ‘No; there was a weakness in the spinal 
beauty in tint and outlines. Still stands the | column of his ledger.” 
Doge’s gondola of gold and velvet—a dazzling 
dream of splendor as it glided along the sunset 
water under the sunset sky! Oh, it was a gay 
and gracious time. And below, in that glitter 
of gold, sat the gondoliers—banks of slaves, 
side by side, for whom no sunset glowed ; pri- 
soners who could not even look out upon sky 
or water, who could only row and bend for- 
ever, hopeless. 
Close by the great palace, by the stone stairs 
and the stone lions and all the gorgeous garni- 
ture of art and nature, courts and columns and 
fountains and flowers, just across the narrow 
waterway, the stone prison lurks dark and si- 
lent. From the splendor of the Doge's presence 
a narrow stone passage led as if through and Terribly Broken. 
into the solid rock, down into dreadful caverns | ‘And are you really so badly broke, my 
beneath the water, and whoever defied the will | friend?” he said, as he tendered the tramp a 
or thwarted the schemesjof the sovereign power Per Broke a ee ee 
went down into these depths of darkness and | padly broke as the ten aie” 
despair and was seen no more. ne ee 
Looking upon these massive. impenetrable Hopelessly Incompetent. 
walls, these tortuous, terrible passages, these First actor— ihe new man they’ve got at the 
sunless and hopeless cells, one must see that | Star is a regular stuff. 
power was absolute. Resistance was useless. Second actor—Poor actor, is he? . 
More fearful, if that be possible—from the First actor—Poor? Why, he can’t even imi- 
Campanile, gazing out into,the wide Adriatic tate Irving |! - nc 2 
sunshine, the careless listener sucdenly shivers A Hopeless Quest. 
to hear carelessly repented the story of long, The Deacon—Mr. Feathers, I'd like to get a 
hooded protuberances in the roof below him— | good parrot; one that isn’t tricky, and won't 
windows of the chamber of torture—where des- | pick up slang, you know. 
potism struggled against thought with such | ,Feathers—Don't see what I can do for you, 
weapons as despotism must. | sir. I don't keep stuffed birds. 
And yet—incredible, inexplicable but indis- | === = a 
putable—it is the Doges who have disappeared ; THE 
it is human mind chained to the gondola| ,, 
benches, buried beneath solid walls under | i) ” ] 
water, crushed and torn in torture chambers, 
which conquered, which prevailed, which is 
free to-day. The Doges and their pride and STANDS AT THE HEAD. 
their hatreds are gone, and in their very , ~ 
haunts, their strongest fastnesses, the thought 
which they steadfastly and successfully held in 
thrall mocks at their conceit .and egotism, 
laughs to scorn their haughty assumption and 
does not so much assert as unconsciously exer- 
cise the liberty they loathed. 
Below the Campanile stretches the narrow 
island to which once the despised Jewish race 
was confined. Now the finest house in Venice, 
regal with twisted marble and frescoed ceiling 
line sculptured panel, a palace in which a long 
and of annointed kings came to an insignificant 
end by the death of the expatriated and dis- 
crowned heir—a palace, to put it in the language 
of modern times,whose staircase alone cost 700, - 
000f.—is the home ofaJew. Nay, if any thrifty 
New England farmer, or any retired Omaha 
grocer, would like to spend what remains of 
lite in marble halls, I can direct him toa stone 
palace, with all the facade and mouldings and 
fine wooden carvings and old stone lions and 
balusters and splashing fountains in statued 
courts, for such case made and provided, of all 
of which he can become possessed by payment 
of the modest sum of $5,000, 
A palace that cost 240,000 golden ducats 
in its golden day is at this moment in 
the vuigar market praying some _ vulgar 
The Lion’s 
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Out of Town. 





OTTAWA. 


The Liberal receptions held every Saturday 
night have been quite a feature of the session, 
which is fast drawing to a close. Mrs. Mac- 
kenzie, wife of the ex-Premier, and Madame 
Laurier, wife of the present leader of the Oppo- 
sition, were the organizers of these weekly 
social gatherings, and they have done a great 
service to the party to which they may be said 
to be wedded. The receptions have been of the 
most simple and informal character, and have 
been not the less enjoyable on that account. 
They have been held in the parlors of the Grand 
Union Hotel. They have been, of course, dis- 
tinctively Liberal meetings, but quite a num- 
ber of gentlemen identified with the other 
party have occasionally put in an appear- 
ance. Especially has this been the case 
with the ladies, showing that society permits 
of no party divisions. Both Mrs. Mackenzie 
and Mrs. Laurier have contributed greatly to 
their success. Mrs. Mackenzie wields remark: 
able influence in society here. Her dignity, 
sweetness and womanly courage have charmed 
all. There is nota lady in Ottawa who com- 
mands such universal respect and admiration. 
The sterling old statesman, stricken in health, 
whose mainstay she is, forms a familiar figure 
at all receptions. Weakened in _ body, 
and his voice reduced almost to a_whis- 
per, he yet shows marvellous _ bright- 
ness of mind. Thereis no man who creates | 
more interest as he walks up to the Parlia- 
ment buildings of an afternoon, than this 
wonderful old man who rose from the mallet 
and chisel of a stonemason to the Premiership 
of the Dominion, and who now sits in the | 
House where he was n.aster, ever silent and | 
motionless, 

Talking about the non-political feeling in 
society, it becomes more and more apparent 
that divisions in Parliament will not,be allowed 
to create divisions in the parlor. At an At 
Home given by Mrs. Perley, wife of the mem- 
ber for Ottawa, the other night the following 
were present : Lady Tupper, Lady Macdonald, 
Madame Laurier, Mrs. Mackenzie, Mrs. A. G. 
Jones, Mrs. Casey and a large number of others 
having husbands and fathers and even brothers | 
arrayed against each other in the frowning 
camps in the legislative chamber. 

The banquet to Lord Lansdowne at the 
Russell on ‘tuesday was the grandest thing of 
the kind ever seen in Ottawa. You have had 
long -reports of the proceedings and the 
speeches, and therefore I need say nothing 
about them. The nicest thing, to my mind, 
about the whole affa‘r was the little reception 
held by Lady Lansdowne in the ladies’ ordin- 
ary in the hotel, This was very pleasant, and 
those who shook hands with her ladyship for 
probably the last time felt genuine grief. 

WATCHMAN, 





BARRIE. 


Another enjoyable evening was spent on 
Thursday, May 10, at Sans Souci, the residence 
of Mrs. Bird. The guests were very numerous, 
among whom I noticed Captain and Mrs. Bird, 
Miss Schrieber, Miss Kortright, the Misses | 
Foster, Miss Reiner, Miss Boys, Miss Camp- | 
bell, Miss Hornsby, Miss Hewitt, Miss Murphy, 
the Misses Stevenson, the Misses Baker, Miss 
Stewart, Miss Way, Miss Sanford, Miss Cotter, 
Mrs. Sanford, Dr. W. A. Ross, Dr. A. E, 
Ardagh, Messrs. T. R. Boys, E. R. Morton, G. 
Morton, McGregor, F. H. Lauder, W. Camp- 
bell, H. C. Crease, Hornsby, Rogerson, McVit- 
tie, L. G. McCarthy, Andros, Porter, Esters, E. 
Bird of Orangeville, Schrieber, T. Baker, F. 
Baker, Creswicke, Bourne, Gillett. Toward 
the middle of the evening Miss Ruth Bird was 
taken soniewhat seriously ill. This occurrence 
slightly marred the pleasure of the evening. 
My readers will be glad to hear that Miss Bird 
is recovering, ; 

If the ladies of Barrie would have their 
parties toward the beginning of the week the 
report would appear in SATURDAY NIGHT the 
same week. As it is now the week after is the 
earliest time it can be reported upon. 

The Lawn Tennis Club have reorganized for | 
the coming season. Tennis bids fair to have 
lots of participants this year. The lawn is 
being repaired and enlarged, aclub house is to | 
be built, and future tennis champions may yet 
be heard of from Barrie. 

Mr. E. Bird of Orangeville is home for a few | 





“— 
Mr. Thos. R. Boys spent last week in Toronto 
on his civil service examinations. May success | 
await him. 
Lieut. Hugh Kortright was home on leave 
from ‘‘C” School, Toronto, over Sunday. | 
VERITAS, | 


CHATHAM, 


Mrs. W. E. Griswold left on Thursday for 


Denver. 
Mr. A. F. Falls of the Merchants’ Bank has | 


resigned from that institution and will shortly 
succeed the late H. J. J. Campbell, as account- 
ant of S. Barfoot’s bank here. 

Mr. F. W. Atkinson left Friday week for the | 
Rocky Mountains, where he intends to engage | 
in farming. FEDORA, 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 


Tennant, Mrs. Walter S., on the 12th inst., at Toronto 
a daughter. 
Schwartz, Mrs. W. H., 


daughter. ; 
Cassels, Mrs. R. S., on the 12th inst., at Toronto—a 


daughter 
Grey, Mrs. F. A., on the 15th inst., at Oshawa—a daughter 





on the 5th inst., at Chicago—a 





Marriages. 
Knight—Phillips—On the 9th inst., by the Rev. J. T. 
Caldwell, M.A., B.D., at Teston, William Knight to Lute A. 
Phillips. 


Irwin—Adamson—At the residence of the bride’s aunt, | 
Mrs. S. Barnhardt, 181 Richmond street west, on Wednes- | 
day the 16th inst., by Rev. D. J. Macdonnell, George Irwin 
of Cooksviile, to Mary Olive, only daughter of the late | 
Charles Adamson of Streetsville. 

Costello—Cooper—On the 4th inst., at Trinity Mission 
Chapel, Chicago, by the Rev. T. D. Phillips, Walter H. 
Costello to Annie Lillian, daughter of C. W. Cooper, bar- 


rister, formerly of Toronto, 





Deaths. 

Rogers, Mrs. John, at 180 Gerrard street east, aged 63. 

Parker, Wm. Alfred, in Montreal, on the 6th inst., aged 
10 years and 3 months. 

Rychman, Mrs. Elvia, in London, on the 10th inst. , aged 47. 

Schoff, Robert, in the Township of Lobo, on the 9th inst., 
aged 49. 

Macdonald, John, in Hamilton, on the 8th inst., aged 52. | 


Stunden, Jeanie Galbraith, at Rat Portage, on the 9th inst. 
Daniels, James, at Richmond Hill, on the 15th inst. 


Charles, John, at 395 St. Clarence avenue, on the 16th | 


inst., aged 58, 

McLennan, Christina, at Toronto Junction, on the 13th 
inst., aged 67. 

Tounson, Joseph, at Toronto, on the 13th inst., aged 23. 


Newlove, Charlotte, in Etobicoke Township, on the 2nd | 


inst., aged 87. 


Hughes, Mary Ann, at Orangeville, on the 12th inst., 


aged 63. 
Sutherland, John, at Cookstown, on the 8th inst., aged 81. 
Stauffer, Mrs. Charlotte, at Fernwood, Balmy Beach, on 
the 8th inst., aged 48. 
McFaul, Rev. A., at Caledon, on the 13th inst., aged 54. 
Schlenker, Thomas, at Ridgetown, on the 11th inst., aged 
61, 


Smilers in Butchers’ Frocks. 


** A good smiler who can tell a funny shery 
once in a while and has the knack of antici- 
pating the wants of his patrons, is always a 
valuable man in a butcher’s shop. He takes 
with the ladies. It doesn’t make much differ- 
ence whether he’s handsome or as homely as a 
quarter of beef so long as he’s agreeable and 
qptemmedeiing, Now, there’s my rtner. 
He’s a perfect Apollo in face and form, but he’s 
got a temper that’s nearly as uncertain as the 
settling days of some of our customers, One 
moment he'll smile and chat affably with his 
customers, but again he'll close up tighter'n 
one of Nels Merris’ corn beef cans. The 
ladies don’t like him, and they won't 
a near his block if they can get a 

ow at mine. Now, I haven't the best temper 
in the world, but since I went behind a meat 


‘ 





to smile and be pleasant. You can work in a 
bigger piece of bone in a steak or roast, and 
you're surer that your customer is coming back 
than if you're out of sorts, The ladies insist 
upon dealing with agreeable people, and the 
won’t have anything to do with any other kind. 
That is why a good smiler is a valuable man in 
a meat market.” 

This bit of homely philosophy came from a 
successful east end butcher the other night,and 
it proves that the men whuvu cagve loins And 
chops are thinking of something more than 
the chunk of bone they must chop out. They 
are close students of human nature, and they 
use the result of their studies for all it is 
worth. 
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Hardships. 


Kind old lady (to boy)—Little boy, where are 
you going with that pail ? 

Little boy—Me fadder sent me out to work de 
growler. 

Ah, the hardships of children! 
did your poor mother say ? 

She sed to tell ole Geinzenheimer dat de las’ 
time he didn’t give full measure, 


—__$~.»— 


How to Get Rid of Him. 


A middle aged but rich widow, who had a 
very disagreeable temper, being in fact a per- 
fect virdgo, complained to her son-in-law that 
she was annoyed by the attentions of a certain 
man. 

‘* How shall I get rid of him?” she asked? 

‘* Marry him,” laconically replied the son-in- 


And what 








| law. 


‘* I'd see him hanged first.” 
‘** Just marry him, and it won't be long before 
he’ll hang himself.” 


-__—-——— we 


Used to Confinement. 
Darktown Merchant—You says dat your son 
would hab the necessary qualifications for a 
clerk, do you? Would he bear the confine- 


ment? 

Mrs. Sam G. H. Johnson—Yes sah? He hab 
had lots of experience in dat line. Why, sah, 
he stayed in jail for two whole years, 


— 3 


A Bad Omen. 


Visitor (who expects to stay to dinner)—‘' Do 
you think, really, that it isa bad omen when 
there are thirteen at the table?” 

Mrs. Yerger—“ Yes, if there’s only victuals 
enough for twelve.” 





Ball Talk. 


Dude—‘‘ Your brother is engaged in mercan- 
tile pursuits, is he not?” 

She—“I have no brother.” 

“Yes, I know it; but a feller must say some- 
thing, you know.” 





All He Could Call His Own. 


Woman (to tramp who has eaten a whole 
mince pie)—‘‘ You seem to have a good appe- 
tite.” Tramp (with tears in his eyes—‘“ Yes, 
madam, that is all that I have left in the world 
which I can rightly call my own.” 


—_ 





How a Fish Drinks. 


Attheclub: Algernon—“ Poor Jinks! He’s 
—n7 going to the dogs. Drinks like a 

sn. 

Fitz-Percy—‘* Dwinks like a fish? By the 
way, that always, did—yer know—-seem to mea 
wewy awd expwession. How do fishes dwink, 
anyhow?” 

Algernon—“ They drink just like poor Jinks. 
By the gill.” 


—e 


Exactly. 


It is currently reported that a young lady at 
a concert on Wednesday evening Jast informed 
her escort in response to his inquiry that Joan 
of Arc was one of Noah's seven daughters. 
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He Got Even. 


First Club Man (heatedly)—All I have to say 
is that 1 consider you a puppy. 

Second Ditto (coolly)—If that were the case I 
could take the first prize at the Cog show, and 
that’s more than you can say. 

First Man—How so? 

Second Ditto—You lack the necessary pedi- 
gree and breeding. 








TORONTO CHORAL SOCIETY 


THE 


FINAL CONCERT 


For this Season will be given on 


TUESDAY EVENING, MAY 29 


IN 
PAVILION MUSIC HALL 








Consisting of best Choruses from principal works produced 
by the Society in previous years. 

The concert will be a complimentary one to Mr. Fisher, 
Conductor of the Society. Mr. Torrington, Mr. Haslam and 
Signor D’Auria will each conduct one number. 

Large Chorus. Efficient Orchestra. 

Madame D’AURIA, Mra. BRADLEY, Miss HILLARY, 
Miss BUNTON, Mr. BLIGHT and others will assist. 

Subscribers desiring extra tickets should apply at once. 

Plan open to Subscribers at Nordheimer’s, Monday, 21st 


| May, 10 A.M., and to the public Wednesday, 23rd May. 


A. E. MINKLER, Hon. Sec’y. 





PAVILION, HORTICULTURAL GARDENS 
Mr. H. M. FIELD 


Will give a Piano Recital on WEDNESDAY 
EVENING, MAY 30h, assisted by 


Miss AGNES HUNTINGTON 
The favcri e contra'to from New York. 





| Pals 
| Nata 


ACIFIC 
ay Nae 


Ontario & Atlantic and Eastern Divisions 








QUBEN'S BIRTHDAY 


Return tickets willbh o 


. 


SINGLE FARE 


N 


Thursday, 24th May, 1888 


Good to return until May 25th, and at 


rARE AND ONE-THIRD 


May 23rd and 24th, good to return until May 28th, ’88. 








Tickets at above rates must 









be genmened at the Com- 
block twelve years ago I’ve learned that it pays | pany’s Ticket Offices. Full fare will be charged on trains. 





Men’s Youths’ & Boys’) Jtte Cottingham |§ ) QOUGLAS & C0. 


LIGHT-WEIGHT 


SPRING 
OVERCOATS 


In the above goods we excel this spring; 
we have had made up a tremendous stock, 
all sizes from 24 up to 48 inches, consequently 
we can fit the smallest boy or the largest 
man, and what is more we can produce 


ANY SHADE OR ANY PRICE 


OAK HALL, 


115 to 121 King Street Kast, 


TORONTO. 
WILLIAM RUTHERFORD~ - 


CYCLORAM 


Front and York Streets, Toronto. 





Manager. 





BATTLE FIELD 


Open every work day from 9 a.m. to 10 p.m. 


ADMISSION 50c., CHILDREN 26c. 
Every Saturday Night from 7 to 10:30 


B ADMISSION 25c. 
ATTLE OF SEDA 


“WIDOWER JONES” 


Is now published in book form. Price in paper in hand- 
somely designed paper cover 30 cents; bound in cloth 
and gold 60 cents. Order at once, either direct from Tug 
SHepprarD Pus.isnine Co., or through your newsdealer. 


Only $11.10 Toronto to New York 


VIA THE ERIE RAILWAY. 


Parties visiting New York taking passage by any steam- 
ship company will save time and money by taking the Erie 
Railway, as they will land you at the foot of Chambers 
and Twenty-third streets and close to all steamship wharves. 
a = running Pullmans from Suspension Bridge to 

ew York. 


THE WINTER IS OVER 


AND NEARLY 


EVERY LADY AND GENTLEMAN 














requires something new in the Jewelers Art, either in Pr2- 
cious Gems or other articles of Jewelry to decorate the'r 
persons with. For the finest and most reliable goods ca! 


on the well-known firm of 
WOLTZ BROS. & CO. 
5 LEADER LANE, TORONTO. 
EVERYBODY. 
‘THE DAILY MAIL te kept on file, bound up for reference, by Judges, County Clerks, 
ey E-A D cial and Dominion. The important 
events in the life of yourself and 
your family should be reo~rded thera, Notices of birtlis, marriages and deaths 
should be inserted in THE DAILY 
} : i wuck is the but also 
Decause such notice is e registry of 
‘the facts for time tocomé, The small charge of 60 cents for one insertion of birth, 
marriage or 
MARRIAGE== 
should deter 
no one, and 
interested partice should see to {i that the record is mada, Another point that 
should be borne tn mind is this: 
DEAT H2===== 
Lave all notices. 
THE MaIL now 
every one of them; therefore, when you can afford to insert in only one paper, 
ANNOUNCEMENTS 
IN cupntee pebpraumtns GuMdae oupetdeaes aan Gayeens 
@! people SS 

THE>MAIL 
ben en MA mow connpien the Seeemest plese to Conaginn Journation~" Bei 
Among the marvels of journalism. Ite prosperity cannot be questioned, and 

(s & & pleasure to say it deserves it" Utica (N.Y) Herald.” 


THE MAIL, Toronto, Canapa 


A. F. WEBSTER 


Railway and Steamship 


TICKET AGENT 


Rates to all Parts of the 
World 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 


56 Yonge Street - Toronto 


EY LSS 


Fora large assortment and close prices call on 


Goulden & Trorey 


Manufacturing Jewelers and Diamond 
Setters 


61 King Street East, opp. Toronto Street 


Charles Restauran 


LUNCHEON AND DINING ROOMS 
70 YONGE STREET 


Next door to Dominion Bank. 


Lowest 








Just opened (up stairs) the Handsomest 
Dining Room in the City for Ladies and 
Gentlemen. 


Lunch Counter for Gentlemen on the 
ground floor as usual. 


F. MOSSOP, Proprietor. 





|THE BEST HOUSE IN THE 





1 1-2 ELM STREET 


Is provided with a large assortment of the 
latest designs of patterns for stamping. 
Perforated patterns sold to the trade only 
and made to order. Stamping boat flags 
and badges and designing a specialty. 


Dominion Stained Glass Co. 


77 RICHMOND STREET WEST 


Memorial Windows and every description of Church and 
Domestic Art Glass, including 


Wheel-Cut, Sand-Cut, Embossed, Bent Glass 
and Bevelled Plate 


Also new and elegant designs in Bevelled, Engraved and 
Silvered Plate for mantles. 


Telephone 1470. 


Designs and estimates on application. 


ay 
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TRADE 
FOR 
Nobby, New and Stylish Hats 


The largest variety can be seen from all the Leading 
English and American Manufacturers. 


CHRISTY’S LONDON SILK HATS 


New Style, Just to Hand, only $4 


J. & J. LUGSDIN | 


Manufacturers and Direct Importers, 101 Yonge Street. 


(Successors to the late ALEX. HAMILTON) 


183 King St. East 


ESTIMATES GIVEN FOR 


PAPER HANGING 


KALSOMINING 


TINTING - 


AND ALL KINDS OF 


HOUSE PAINTING 


AND 


DECORATING. 








DOMINION 


TONE, SWEETNESS: 
AND 
DURABILITY. 





TORONTO TEMPLE OF MUSIC 


(FORMERLY RUSE’S) 


68 KING STREET WEST. 





ORGANS 


AND 





PIANOS 





WE HAVE A VERY FINE LINE OF 


BABY CARRIAGES 


which we are offering at 


EXCEEDINGLY 


LOW PRICES 


We would call special attention to our carriages at $7, $9, $9.50,£SIO 
and $16. Our line of 


AMERICAN CARRIAGES 


are unsurpassed in quality and cheapness. 


See them before buying. 


H. A. COLLINS 


General House Furnishings 
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AVOID THE COUNTERFEIT! PURSUE THE GENUINE! 





90 Yonge Street 


447 Yonge Street 


If there was nothing genuine there would be nothing to counterfeit. 
if pure goods can be had anywhere, that’s the place to go, but be sure the place has a good name befere you 


And 
it or you may be pursuaded to invest, much to your own disadvan‘ 
If you intend entertaining your friends do it we or they will 


not know what would be nice—or what would 
tion at Hi 


you will it as safe in his-hands as in your own. 


HARRY WEBB, 447 YONGE STREE 


aati your Sinetee worth anything. If 


be the thing to do—you can aid for infor 
Webtys 447 Yonge street it will not cost you anything, or, atl vom cum lewve toh to kane 
Send for or send your to 
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